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Thk chief aim of the Editor of this volume has been to give a 
collection of such of the Favourite Euglish Ballads, — written 
since the commencement of the last century — as bt^st admit of 
picturesque illustration ; and by a combination of the produc- 
tions of Modem l\)ets and Modern Painters, to present to the 
literary world an acceptable Gift -book. 

The Poets themselves have, in their lyrical pieces, so often 
interchanged the words " Songs ^' and 'MJallads,^^ that he has 
felt himself at liberty to include a few well-known verses which, 
perhaps, more properly belong to the former class. lie offers 
this explanation, lest he may be charged with departing from 
the promise of the Title-page. 

To those living Authors who have kindly permitted him to 
enrich the volume with flowers ])icked from their gardens, and 
to the Artists, who have so ably assisted him in the adornment 
t)f its pages, his thanks are especially due. 
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Cl'MNOR HAM 



Tub dews »f summcr-nipht <\u\ lull ; 

The moon. Hwcet rcgynt of the sky. 
Silver'd the wiills of Cumnor Hall. 

And tiiaiiy nn oak that nmw tlieii'liy. 

Now nought was hoanl lM.'iit';Uli the skies - i. 

The sounds of Imsj Hfo were Htill - 
Sttve an unhappy liuly'st sighs, 

Thftt iBBued from thai lonely Jiile. 

" Ijt'icester ! " she cried, "is tliis thy love. 
That, thou so oft litist swoni ti) ine. 
To leave me in this lonely grove. 
Immured in shameful privity 'r 





" Xo more llioii coni'st with lover's s]>oe(l, 
T\\v in\(.'V'\)(Ao\'vd bride to see : 
\^ui l>e slie live or be slie (bsad, 

1 i'i'iw. stern Kai'l, \s ilie same to thee. 

"Not so llie usajr*' J received. 

When happy in my father's hall; 
No faithless lms})aTid then me <j:rii'ved. 
No chillinj^ leai*s did me appal. 

*' 1 rose uj) with the eheerf'ul morn, 

No hn*k more blytlie, no flower more gay 
And hke the bird that haunts tlic thorn. 
So merrilv sunjr the livelonji: dav. 

*' If that mv beauty is but small. 

Amongst court-ladies all despised - 
Why didst thou rend it from that liall. 
Where, scornful Earl, it well was prized r 

"And when you first to me made suit, 
liow fair I was, you oft woulil say ; 
And, ])roud of con([uest, pluek'd the fruit, 
^J'hen left the blossom to decav. 

'* Yes, now neglected and despised, 
The rose is pale, the lily 's dead ; 
But he that once their charms so prized 
Is, sure, the cause those charms are f3ed. 

**For know, when sickening grief doth prey, 
And tender love 's repaid with scorn, 
The sweetest beauty will decay — 

Wliat tloweret can endure the storm 't 
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CUM NOR HAM,. 

'* At court, I'm told, is beauty's throne. 
Where every lady 's passing rare, - 
That eastern flo\vei*s, that shame the sun. 
Are not so glowing, not so fair: 

'* Then, Karl, why didst thou leave the ])e<ls 
Where roses and wliere lilies vie. 
To seek a primrose, whose pale sluwles 
Must sicken wlien those gaudes are hy r 

'* 'Mong runil beauties \ was one ; 

Among the fiehls wild-flowers are fair: 
Some country-swain might me have won. 
And thought my beauty pjissing i-are. 

'* Hut, Leicester — or I much am wrong. 
Or 'tis not beauty lures thy vows ; 
Rather ambition's gilded crown 

Makes thee forget thy humble spouse. 

" Then, Leicester, why, again, 1 plead, 

(The injured surely may repine), - 

Why didst thou wed a country' maid, 

When some fair ])rincess might be thine r 

'* Why didst thou praise my humble charms. 
And, oil ! then leave them to decay V 
Why didst thou win me to thy arms, 

Then leave me mourn the livelong day t 

" The village-maidens of the plain 
Salute me lowly as 1 go ; 
Envious they mark my silken train. 
Nor think a Countess can have woe. 









JK^ DSV " '''''*' simi'li' iiJ-mpUft ! Ihey little know 

sT'-t How fai' mc.ru liappy'Hthfircstat.': 

\ '■' Tit Hiiulo fiir joy, tliaii sij^li fov woe ; 

>|;^ T<i W corittnt, than t<i K- gival. 
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CUMNOR HALL. 

** How far less blest am I than tlieni, 
Daily to pine and waste with care ! 
Ijike the poor plant that, from its stem 
Divided, feels the chilling air. 

" Nor, cruel Eai*l, can I enjoy 

The humble charms of solitude ; 
Your minions proud my peace destroy, 
By sullen frowns or prating rude. 

" l^ast night, as sad I chanced to stray, 
The village death-bell smote my ear : 
They wink'd aside, and seem*d to say, 
' Countess, prepare : thy end is near ! * 

*' And now, while happy peasants sleep. 
Here I sit lonely and forlorn ; 
No one to soothe me as I weep. 
Save Philomel on yonder thorn. 

" My spirits flag, my hopes decay — 

Still that dread death-bell smites my ear 
And many a boding seems to say, 
* Countess, prepare : thy end is near ! ' '' 

Thus, sore and sad, that lady grieved 
In Cunmor Hall, so lone and drear, 

And many a heartfelt sigh she heaved. 
And let fall many a bitter tear. 

And ere the dawn of day appeared 
In Cunmor Hall, so lone and dreiu*. 

Full many a piercing scream was heard. 
And nianv a crv of mortal fear. 
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ri'MNOK HALL. 
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riie (leuth-liell thriee was heard to riii^ ; 

An aerial voice was heard to call : 
And thrice tlie raven flaj)p'd Ids win^^ 

Around the towers of Cunmor Hall : 

The nukstiff' howl'd at village door; 

The oaks were sliiitter'd on the given : 
Woe was the hour, — tor nevei* more 

That hapless Countess e'er wjis seen I 

And in that nmnor now no more 
is cheerful feast and spriglitly ])all : 

F<»r ever since that dreaiy liour 

Have s})in'ts haunted Cumnor Hall ! 

The village-maids, with fearful glance. 
Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall. 

Nor ever lead tlie merry dance 

Among the groves of Cunmor Hall. 

Full many a traveller oft liath sigli'd, 
And pensive wept the Countess' fall. 

As, wand'nng onwards, lie has spied 
The haunted towel's of Cumnor Hall. 
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Am. IT] the Do\ 

The strt 

When blaok-ejx'd Susan came aboard,— 
" Oh ! where shall I my tme-love find r 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true. 
If my sweet William sails among the crew." 

William, who high upon the yard 

Bock'd with the billow to and fn>, 
Soon as ber well-known voice he heard. 

He sigh'd, and cast his eyes below : 
The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands. 
And (()uick as lightning) on llie deck hu atands. 
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S(i the swcot lark, Ingli jxtiseil ii 

Shuts rinse hit 
(If chftnw his mate's slii'iil chH lie hear,) 

And dnijiK tvt "life into lior nest. 
The noblest captain in tlie nritish fleet 
Might envy William's lip those kisses swe. 






K, 




BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 

** O Susan, Susan ! lovely dear, 

My vows shall ever true remain ; 
Let nie kiss off* that fallin<^ tear ; 

We only part to meet again. 
( ■lianj'e as ye list, ve winds I niv lieart sliall Ik* 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 

*' Believe not what the landsmen say. 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind ; 
Thev'll tell thee, sailors, when awav. 

In ever}"^ port a mistress find : 
Yes, yes! believe them when they tell thee so, 
For thou art present wheivsoe'er 1 g<>. 
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If to fair India's coast we sail. 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright 

Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale. 
Thy skin is Ivor}- so white. 

Thus every beauteous object that I view 

Wakes in my soul some charm of Icnely Sue. 



" Though battle call me from thy arms, 

Ijet not my pretty Susan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms, 

William shall to his dear return. 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye." 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word. 
The sails their swelling bosom spread ; 

No longer must she stay aboard : 

They kiss'd, she sigh'd, he hung his head. 

Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land : 
Adieu!" she cries; and wav'd her lily hand. 
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imiiiigs (if 11 villi', 
Fact liy >i Klieheriiig wikkI, 
The siiii- relrwil of Hfftltli i 
An liiimhU; cottage stood : 

'I'lifre IkjuiiU-ouw Kmnia floum 
Iteiiuntli a motlier'i* eye; 

WlioMi- only wish tin ei-rth wiit 
TosoL-hurl>ltW.l. aiiddi,:. 



Tlic soth^st bhisli tliat Nutun> kjipi'ikIn 

Have ci)lrmr to her check ; 
Sudi orient ciiloiii- KniilcH tiiiDugli lifuv'n, 

Wlicn vernal iiioniiiifj'pi liivak. 

Noi" let the pride of great ones seorii 

Thin cliurmer of tlie jilaiiiH : 
Tliat sun, whieh bids tlieir diumonds Itiaze, 

To paint our lily deigns. 
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Long hail nho HH'd each youth wilh love, 

Each maiden with despair ; 
Anil though hy all a wonder owii'd, 

Yet knew not xhe was fair: 
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RDWTN AND EMMA. 

Till Kdwiii came, the pride of swains, 

A soul devoid of art ; 
And from whose eye, serenely mild, 

Shone forth the feeling heart. 

A mutual flame was quickly caupfht. 
Was quickly, too, reveard ; 

For neither bosom lodg'd a wish 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 

What happy hours of heart-felt bliss 

Did Love on both bestow! 
Hut bliss too mighty long to last. 

Where Fortune proves a foe. 

His sister, who, like Envy form'd. 
Like her in mischief joy'd, 

To work them harm, with wHcked skill 
Each darker art employed. 

Her father, too, a sordid man, 

Who love nor pity knew. 
Was all unfeeling as the clod 

From when(*e his riches givw. 

Long had he seen their secret flame, 
And seen it long unmov'd ; 

Then with a father's frowii at last 
He sternly disapproved. 

In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Of differing passions strove • 

His heart, that durst not disolnn'. 
Yet could not cease to love. 





> 

4 







EDWIN AND EMMA. 

Oft, too, on Stanmore's wintr}^ waste, 

Beneath the ni(K)nlight shacle, 
In sighs to pour his soften'd soul. 

The midnight mourner stray'd. 

His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 

A deadly pale overcast : 
So fades the fresli rose in its prime, 

Before the northern blast. 

The parents now, with late remorse, 

Hung o'er his dying bed ; 
And wearied Heaven with fruitless vows, 

And fruitless sorrows shed. 
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Tis past !" he cried ; " but, if your souls 

Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let these dim eyes once moi*e behold 

What they must ever love!" 

She came, — his cold hand softly tou(^h'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear : 

Fast falling o'er the primrose pale, 
So morning dews appear. 



But oh I his sister's jealous care 

(A cruel sister she !) 
Forbade what Emma came to say, - 

" Mv Edwin, live for me I" 

Now homeward as she hopeless wept 

The church-yard path along, 
The blast blew cold, the dark owl screamM 

Her lover's fimeral song 
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EDWIN AND KM MA. 



Amid the falling ^l(H)m of night, 
Her fitaHling fancy found 

In every bush his hov'ring shade, 
His groan in ever}' sound. 




Alone, appal I'd, thus had she pa.ssM 

The visionaiy vale — 
When lo! the death-bell smote her ear, 

Sad sounding in the gale ! 

Just then she reach'd, with trembling step, 
Her aged mother's door : 
*' He's gone !" she cried, " and I shall see 
That angel-faee no more ! 

** I feel, 1 feel, this breaking heart 
Jieat high against my side!" — 
From her white arm down sunk her heati, 
She shiver'd, sigh'd, and died. 



i'-' 



1-* 



'-S 




* . V 



^ 'Mi'-- 



r.j^ 



-J . 






4- 









■ '^'^ ;^.: 4* 



' ' ^-v- 






v,-*--«^ 



... ..'w. 






> 



I ■■ 





Thiimgli itll t.ht' wiile Uniler Iiis «ti.'i'J » 
And save bia guod britinlsivord, lii' wtM;Kiris Iiin 
He rude nil uiiarmM, ami Iil< rode al! idutii'. 
So faithful in lo\'e, Uiiil so dauntless iu wiir, 
Tbera never was kni;,'lat liku the yoiui'j LdcIuih 

l[c aUiid not fur brake, and tin sloi>fj'd nut fiir s 
lie awara the Eske river, wLltl- lord lliuiv wiis 
Uut ere lie alighted at Xetlierby fpiUi, 
'I'lie bride liful coiiscntud, Chu j,'itllitiit aniK- litk' 
l-W .1 lufj^r,,,-,! i„ l„v,.. mid (I diM^lnnl in war, 
Whs I., wed lUu li.ir Klleii >.f IniiM^ Li^fliiuviir 







U>CHINVAR. 

So boldly he enter d the Netherhy Hall, 

Among hride's-men, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all • 

Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his sword, 

(For the poor craven bi'idegroom said never a word,) 

" O come ye in pea<'e here, or come ye in war, 

Or to dance at oui' bridal, young Lord Lochinvar r" 





** I long wooM your daughter, my suit you denied — 
Love swells like the Solwav. but ebbs like its tide ; 
And now am I come, with this lost love of mine. 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovelv by far, 
That would gladly 1x3 bride to the young Lochinvar." 

The bride kissM the goblet : the knight took it up, 
He quafl[''d off the wine, and he threw down the cuj). 
She look'd down to blush, and she look'd up to sigh. 
With a smile cm her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, eT*e her mother could bai', — 
" Now tread we a measure !" said young Lochinvar. 

So stately his fonn, and so lovely her face. 

That never a hall such a galliard did grace ; 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume, 

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume ; 

And the bride-maidens whisper'd, " 'Twere better by far 

To have match'd our fair cousin with young Lochinvar." 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear, 

When they reaeh'd the liall-door, and the charger stood nwii- ; 

So light to the ci"oupe the fair latly he swimg, 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung ! 

" She is won ! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur ; 

They'll have fleet steeds that follow," quoth young Locrhinvar. 
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I'here whb niniintuifr 'monj; Cinumps yf the Xutherby clmi ; 

b'orsters, BVnwicks, tmiJ Musgravcs, tlioy nide tiiid tliey m" 

There wax mtiiig imd cliikeiDg on Canolno Lee, 

But thu loHt hriilf of Netberby no'or did tlifv m:. 

S<> ibi-iup ill liivr, and so tlauutlcMH in wiii', 

llavp yon e'er limnl of t^illmit like yoiinc lAicliiiivnr : 
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llARI.Kt<.'U](N. 






Ami llit'u liiH fiii'inies liegmi 
To sliow thoir deadly rage. 

'I'liuy took a weapon long and BliHr|i, 

And cut liim by the knt'c ; 
Then tied liim fast upon a carl. 
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orgcry. 



'I'lioy laid liira down upon liiti back, 
Aiu\ ciidgcl'd liim full Bore ; 

Tliey liung him up boforo the stonii, 
And tum'd hiin o'er aud o'er. 

Tlioy till'd up then a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
And heaved in poor John Durleyuorn, 

To let him sink or swim. 

'I'liey kid him out upon the Hour, 
To work him further « oe ; 

And still, as sigus of life ap|K;arM, 
Tlioy tosa'd him to and fro. 



^_l_x 'I'hey ivasted o'er a scorching flame 
The marrow of his bones ; 
Hut the miller used him worst of all, 
Kor he crush'd him between two aUi 



And they have taken his very heart's blood, 
A]u\ drunk it round and round : 

Aiid so farewell, John Barleycorn ! 
Thy fate thou now haet found. 




THK \V<»OT)l>ANTI lIALIiO. 



In niir t'ottajfo, tlmt peeps from the skirts iif tW wtiod 

] am miHtross, iw mother have ] ; 
Yet blithe arc my ihiys, fiir my falliiT is f,i>oil. 

And kind in my lover, hard by : 
They both work together beneath the f^i-ccn shaile, 

Both woodmen, my t'lither and Jiw : 
WhvTQ I 'vo liaten'd whole houj-H to the echo that mail 

So much of i\ laugh or^Hallo ! 

Krom my basket at n.ioii tliey expect their supply. 

And with joy from -my thrcalii)ld I sprinfj; 
For the woodlands 1 love, and tlie (Kxks waving high. 

And Kcho that sings as 1 sing. 
Though deep shatles dehght me, yet love is my food, 

Aa I e-all the dear name of my Joe ; 
His musical shout is the pride of the wood. 

And my heart leaps to hear the — Hallo I 



Simple flowers of the grove, little binls live at ease, 

r wish not to wander from yon ; 
1 '11 still dwell beneath the deep roar of your trees. 

For I know that mv Joe will \k true. 




One day, llirougli Fimcy's tcli'acopc, 

Which in my richest tr[;iiaiire, 
1 saw, (luar Susiin, Love and llujiu 

tift out ill searcli uf Plensui'o ; 
All luiilh and Miniles I siiw (hem go; 

Kucb was the other's biiiiki^r ; 
For Hope took up her bi-otlifr's bow, 

Aud Love, his sister's anchor. 



They j-ambled od o'er vale and liill, 

They pass'd by cot and tower; 
Througli BUBimer's glow and winter's chill. 

Through sunshine and through shower : 
liut what did those fond playmat«3 care 

For climate or lor weather ? 
All scenes to them were bright and fair. 

On which they gazed together. 







\ 



d^'^ 

M^"^' 



23 




IKH'K AND LOVE. 

Sometimes tliey tiimM aside to bless 
Some Muse and her wild numbers, 
Or breathe a dream of holiness 
On Beauty's quiet slumbers. 
" Fly on," said Wisdom, with cold sneers ; 

" I teach my friends to doubt you :" 
" Come back," said Age, wdth bitter tears, 
" My heart is cold without you." 

When Poverty beset their path, 

Aiid threaten'd to divide tliem, 
They coax'd away the beldame's wrath, 

Ere she had breath to chide them, 
By vowing all her rags were silk, 

And all her bitters honey. 
And showing taste for bread and milk, 

And utter scorn of money. 

They met stem Danger in their way, 

Upon a ruin seated ; 
Before him kings had quaked that day. 

And armies had retreated : 
But ho was robed in such a cloud, 

As Love and Hope came near him. 
That though he thunder'd long and loud, 

They did not see or hear him. 

A gray-beard join'd them, Time by name ; 

And Love was nearly crazy. 
To find that he was very lame, 

And also very lazy : 
Hope, as ho listen'd to her tale. 

Tied >ving8 upon his jacket ; 
And then they far outran tlie mail. 

And far out.sail'd the jiat^ket. / 
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HOPE ANI> LOVE. 

And SO, wlioii they had safely passM 

OYt niauv a land and billow, 
iietoiv a grave they stoppM at liLst, 

Beneath a weeping willow : 
The moon iij)on the hiim])le mound 

Her solK'st light was flinging; 
And from the thickets all anmnd 

Sad nightingales were singing. 

" I leave yon here," quoth Father Time, 

As hoarse as any niven ; 
And Tjove kneeFd down to spell the rhyme 

Upon the rude stone graven : 
But Hope lookM onward, calmly brave, 

Aiid whispered, " Dearest brother, 
We're parted on this side the grave, 

\V(;'ll meet upon the other." 
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l^i^' WITHIN A MILK OF KrUMlHO' TOWV '^S) 

TwA!^ wiihin a mill! of Kdiiihro' town, 

In the rosy titnc of the year ; 
Sweet flitwera bloom "d, and thp frnss was dwvri. 
And ouch shejihcrd woo'd his dear. 
Bonnie Jonky, biylhi' and pay. 
KisR'd KWeet Jenny making' Imy : 
Tile lassie- Uiiwh'il, and frowning cried. " No, no, it will not do 
I cannot, untmot, wonnot, wonnot, mnnnot biiclclL' to." 







WITHIN A MILE OP EDINBRO . 

Jt>(;ky WBH a wa^j lliiit ni'vt'i- would WiHi, 
Tliouffh long he hud Ibllow'd thu lass : 
Contented she cani'd and cat her brown bread. 
And merrily tnm'd up the prass. 
Bonnie Jocky, blythe and fitt", 
Won her heart right menily ; 
Yet still she blush'd, and frowning cried, " No, no, it will not do; 
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mannot buckle to." 

But when he vow'd he would make her his bride. 

Though his flocks and herds were not few. 
She gave him her hand, and a kiss beside. 
And vow'd slie 'd for ever bo true. 
Bonnie Joeky, blythe and free, 
Won her heart right merrily : 
At church she no more frowning said, " No, no, it will not do ; 
I cannot, cannot, woimot, wonnot, mannot huckle to." 
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ALLEN-A-DALE. 

Ai,les-a-Dai.e has no fuggut for buniiiif;, 
Allen-a-Dalo htw no furrow for turning, 
AUen-n-Dale has no fleece for the Bpinning, 
Yet Allen-a^Dftle lias red gold for the wiiining. 
Come, i-oad me nij' liddle ! come, hearken my tale ! 
And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a-Dale. 

The baron of Ravensworth prances in pride. 
And he views his domains upon Arkindalc side. 
The mere for his net, and the land for his game. 
The chase for the wild, and the park for the tjirae ; 
Yet the fish of the lake, and the deer of the vale, 
Are less free to TjoiiI Dacre than Allen-a-Dale ! 

Allen-a-Dale was ne'er belted a knight, 

Though his spur be as sharp, and his blade be as bright ; 

Allen-a-Dale is no baron or lord. 

Yet twenty tail yeomen will draw at his word ; 

And the best of our nobles his bonnet will vail, 

Who at Rere- cross on Stan more meetj; Allen-a-Dale. 




Allen-ai-Dale to his wooing is come ; 

The mother, she ask'd of his household and home : 

" Though the caatle of Richmond stands fair on the liill. 

My hall," quoth bold Allen, " shows gallanter still ; 

'Tis the blue vault of heav'n, with its crescent so pale, 

And with all it^ bright spangles !" said Allen-a-Dale. 




The father waa titei'l, and the niolhcr was stone ; 
They lifted the latch, and thyy bade him be gone ; 
Bat loud, on the morrow, tlieir wail und their cry ; 
Ho had luugh'd on the lasR with his bomiy bla^'k eyt 
jVnd she fled to tlie forest to hear a lovc-tule. 
And tlie youth it wus lohl by was Alleii-a-Dale! 
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TllERPrS NAE LUC:K ABOUT THE HOUSE. 



But are ye sure the news is tnie 'i 
Aud are ye sure he's weel ? 

Is this a time to think o' wark ? — 
Ye jades, fling by your whecjl ! 

For there' nae luck about tlie house, 

There's nae luck at a' ; 
There's nae luck about the house. 

When our gudeman's awa'. 

Is this a time to think o' wark, 
When Colin 's at the door ? 

liax down my cloak — I'll to the quay. 
And see him come ashore. 

Rise up, and make a clean fireside, 

Put on the mickle pot ; 
Gie little Kate her cotton gown, 

And Jock his Sunday coat. 

< 

Mak' a' their shoon as black a^ sloes. 

Their stockings whit<i as snaw ; 
It's a' to pleasure our gudeman 

He likes to see them braw. 
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THERE S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 

There are twa hens into the crib 

Hae fed this month or mair ; 
Mak' haste and tliraw tlieir necks ahont, 

That Colin weel may fare. 

My Tui'key sHppers Fll put on, 

My stocking pearl-bhie, — 
It's a' to pleasure our gudeman, 

For he's baith leal and true. 

Sae sweet his voice, sae smooth his tongue, 

1 1 is breath's like cauler air ; 
His very foot has music in't. 

As he comes up the stair. 

And will I see his face again ? 

And will I hear him speak ? 
I'm downricht dizzy wi' the thought. 

In troth I'm like to greet. 

There's nae luck about the house. 

There's nae luck at a' ; 
There's nae luck about the house, 

\Mien our gudemtui's awa'. 
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I HKMEMBER, I r 

Tlic house wborc I wns ham. 
Tlic little window wli.Tf tho S1..1 

Came peeping in iit mi)m ; 
He never eame a wink t<iii M»m, 

Nor brought too Ions a day. 
But now, I often wish the iiiglit 

Had l)ni'ne my brenth awaj- ! 
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The roacs, red and white, 
The violets, and the lily-eups, 

Tliose flowers mttdc of light ! 
TJio lilacs whore the robin built, 

And where my brother set 
The labunmni on his birth-di»y,^ 

The tree ia living yft ! 
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I remember, I remenilwr, 

Where I was used to Rwing, 
And thought the air must rush as frcah 

To swallows on the wing ; 
My spirit flew in feathers then, 

That IB so heavy now, 
And summer pools could hardly cool 

The fever on my brow ! 
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'Tw,\? powl-moriilinn, hair-|Kist four, 

By signal [ from Nanry ptirtod ; 
At six slic linger'd on the shore. 

With ii|ilif( hanils and lirokon-hrnrloil. 
At seven, while taiiijhtoninf^ the forc-s 

I saw her faint, or else 'twasi fancy ; 
At eight we all got under weigh, 

And Itade a long adieu to Nanry 1 



Night come, and now eight bells bad rimg. 

While careless sailors, ever cheery, 
(!)n the mid-watch so jovial sung. 

With tem[)crs Inlimir cannot weary. 
I. little to their niirlli inclined, 

Wliile tender thoughta nishM od my fancy, 
And my wann sighs increased the wind, 

Look'd on the moon, and thoncht of Nane\ 




And now arrived that jovial night. 

When every tnie-hred tar carouses : 
When, o'er the grog, all hands delight 

To toast their sweethearts and their spouse 
Bound went the can, the jest, the glee, 

While tender wishes fill'd each fancy ; 
And when, in turn, it came tu me, 

I heaved a sigh, and toasted Nancy ! 
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TIIR SAII.llUS jnUHNAI.. 

Si'arce the foul iniiTiiaiu' waa clear'il, 

Scarce wimlK and waves hiul (»ased lo raltif, 
Wlien a bold enemy iippear'd. 

And, dauntless, we prepared for battlr. 
And now. while some loved friend or \\it\- 

Like lightning rusli'd on ever\- fancy. 
To Providence I tnifited life. 

Put up a prayer, and thought of Nancy '- 

At last -'twas in the month of May. 
The crew, it being lovely wcathei-, 

At three a.m. diacover'd day, 

And Enffland's chalky cliffs together. 

At pevcn, np channel how we bore. 

Wliile hojjes and f'eai-s ruBh'd on my fancy ; 

At twelve 1 gaily jumpM ashore, 

And to my thmbbinpr heart press'd Nnney! 






LOKD VLUS S DAUGHTEK. 

" And bv mv word I the boniiv bird 
111 daiig"er shall not tjirry : 
So, thoiipli the waves are ragrng while, 
ril row voii o'er the f*en*v." 

By this the stonn prew loud apace. 
The water-wraith was shrieking ; 

And ill tlie seow^l of lieav'n eacli i'aee 
CJrew dark as tliey were speakin*;. 

But still, a,s wilder blew the wind. 
And as the night gri'W drearer, 

A down the glen nule armed men. 
Their trampling sounded nearer. — 

'• () haste thee, ha.stel" the la<lv cries. 
"Though tempests round us gathei*; 
I'll meet the raging of tlu? skies. 
But not an angry father." 

The boat has left a stormy land. 

A stormy sea before her. — 
When, oh I too strong for liunian hand. 

The tempest gather'd o'er her 

And still they row'd, amidst the roar 

Of w aters fast prevailing : 
Ijord Ullin reach'd that fatal shore. 

His A\Tath was changed to wailing. — 

For sore dismay'd, through storm and shade. 

His child he did discover: 
One lovelv hand she streteh'd for aid. 

And one was round her lover. 
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■■ Come back ! eoiiu- book ! " lio vrii'A in grief, 
■' AiToss tliis stormy water : 
And I'll forgive your Highland cbief, 
My daughter 1 oli my daughter ! " 

'Twas vain : — tbe loud waves lasli'd tlio shore. 

Return or aid preventing; — 
The waters wild went o'er his child, 

And ho was left lainentinfr. 
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THE ANGELS' WHISPER. 

A HABY was slee[)mg, its niotlier was weeping, 
For her husband was far on the wild raging sea ; 

And the tempest was swelling round the fisherman's dwelling. 
And she cried, '* Dermot, darling, oh ! come back to me." 

Her beads while she number'd, the babv still slumber'd. 
And smiled in her face while she bended her knee : 
" Oh ! bless'd be that warning, my child, thy sleep atiorrdng. 
For I know that the angels are whisj)'ring with thee. 

" And while they are keeping bright watch o'er thy sleeping. 
Oh ! pray to them softly, my baby, with me ; 
And say thou wouldst rather they'd watch'd o'er thy father. 
For I know that the angels are whisp'ring with thee." 

The dawn of the morning saw 1 )ermot retiu'iiing. 

And the wife wept with joy her babe's father to see. 

And closely cai-essing her child, with a blessing, 

Said, "I knew that the angels were whisp'ring with thee. ' 
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■'iir lle^^^ forlorn and lost, I trenl. 
With faintinfi steps and slow : 

iVlioro wilds, immeasiimbly sprc*!, 
Room lenfttheninK iw I ff"." 



" Forbrar. my son," the ITf'rmit rrit'. 
" To tempt tlio dangerous glimm ; 
For yonder faitlilcss phantom flics 
To Inrr thoo to thr doom. 



■■ Hero to tlic houseless eliild of wiinl 
My d.Kir is open still; 
And, though my portion is lint si-inl, 
I pivo it with pood will. 

"Tben turn, to-nipht, and freoly shnn- 
WliateVr my coll bestows,— 
My nisliy couch and frngul fare, 
My blessing and repose. 

" No flocks, that range the valley freo. 
To slaughter I cnniiemii ; 
Tawpht by that Power who pities mo. 
I learn to pity them. 





EDWIN AND AN^JEMNA. 

*' I^nfc from the mountain's p^a»«*sy side 
A fjuiltless feast I brin^r, — 
A scrip with herbs and fiiiits supplied. 
And water from the S})ring. 

'' Then, Pilgrim, turn, thy cares forecfo : 
All earth-l)orn cares are wronur : 
Man wants but little here belc^w. 
Nor wants tliafc little long." 

Soft a.s the dew from heav'n descends. 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranjifer lowly bends. 

And follows to the cell. 

Far, in a wilderness obscure. 

The lonely mansion lay : 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor. 

And strangers led ju^tray. 

No stores l>eneath its humble that(»h 

Required a master's c^ire : 
The wicket, opening with a latch. 

Received the harmless pair. 

And now, when busy crowds retire. 
To take their evening rest, 

The Hermit trimm'd his little tire. 
And cheer'd his pensive guest ; 

And spread his vegetable store, 
And gaily press'd, and smiled ; 

And, skiird in legendary lore. 
The lingering hours beguiled. 
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KDWIN ANl» .\N«;i:i.lN.\. 

Ai*oiiml. ill syinpatlietic mirtli. 

It« tricks tlu' kitten tries ; 
The cricket chimij)s in the hearth. 

The cnickling fapfgot tiies. 

Hut nothing couhl a charm impart. 

To soothe the sti*anger's woe : 
For grief was heavy at his lieart. 

And ti'ars l)egan to flow. 

His rising cares the Hermit spied. 
With answering care op])rest : 
"And when(.*e, unhappy youth," he cried. 
*' The sorrows of tliv hreast r 

'* Fnnn better habitations s})urn'd. 
Reluctant dost thon n)ve r 
Or gi'ieve for friendshi]) unretum'd. 
Or imregarded love r 

'* Ahus ! the joys that fortune brings 
Are tritling and decay : 
And those who prize the paltry things 
More trifling still than they. 

'* And what is friendship but a luinu*. 
A charm that lulls to sleep ! 
A shade that follows wealth or fame. 
And leaves the wretch to weep I 

'' And love is still an emptier sound. 
The modem faii'-one's jest : 
On ciU'th unseen, or <mlv found 
To warm the turtle's lu'st 
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■■ Kor flhamc. Hind v<>utli, tli.v sihtohh husli. 
And spurn tbe bck," he Kaid : 
But, while lie spoke, a rising bluuli 
His love-loni guest betmy'd. 
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KI>W1N AND ANciELlNA. 

Surprised he sees new beauties rise. 

Swift iiijintling to the view, 
Like colours o'er the morning skies. 

As briglit, as transient too. 

Tlie luLshi'ul look, the rising breast, 

Ahernate spread alarms ; 
The lovely stranger stands cimfess'd. 

A maid in all her charms. 

** And, ah I forgive a stranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn," she cried, 

" Whose feet unliallow'd thus intrude, 
Where lleav'n and you reside. 

" Uut let a maid thv pitv share. 

Whom love has taught to stray : 
Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her way. 

'• Mv father lived beside tlie Tvne, 
A wealthy lord ^vas he ; 

ft- 

And all his wealth was maik'd jus mine, 
lie had but onlv me. 

" To win me from his tender arms, 
riinuml)er'd suitors came, 
Who praised me for imi)uted charms, 
And felt or feign'd a flame. 

'• Each hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove ; 
Among the rest young Edwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love. 

'' In humblest, simplest habit clad, 
No wealth nor power had he ; 
Wisdom and worth were all he had. 
But these were all to me. 









KDWIN AM) ANGELINA. 



And wlien, beside luo in the dale. 

Tie caroll'd lays of love, 
His l)reuth lent frao-rance to the gale, 



And music to the grove. 



'• The hlossoni opening to the day. 
The dews of heav'n refined, 
Could nought of ])urity display, 
To emulate his mind. 

• The dew. the blossoms on the tree, 

Witli charms inconstant shine ; 
'^riieir charms were his ; but, woe to me ! 
Their constancv was mine. 

• For still I tried each tickle art. 

Importunate and vain ; 
And while his pa.ssion toucli'd my heart. 
I trinmpli'd in his pain. 

" Till, (juite dejected with my sconi, 
He left me to my j)ride ; 
And souirlit a solitude forlorn. 
In secret, where he died ! 

'• But mine the sorrow, mine the fault. 
And well my life shall pay : 
I'll seek the solitude he sought. 
And stretch me where he lay. 

'• And there, forlorn, despairing, hid, 
I'll lav me down and die : 
'Twas so for me that Edwin did, 
And so lor him will I." 

" Forbid it, Heav'n!" the Hermit cried, 
And clavsp'd her to his breast : 
The wonderine: fau'-oue tum'd to chide. - 
'Twas Edwin's self that prest ! 




^m mnrt^-^ 



■»^*' w'"r * ••P 



' -.tr^^^f. 



•■4 




KI>\VIN AND AN«;K1,1NA. 

Turn. An<i:(*liTia. ever dear. 

My <'luinner, turn to sec 
Thv own, thv lon^if-lost E<hvin Ijorr, 

l{<^stor'(l to love and thecv 

Tims let me hold thee to niv hear.. 

And ev'rv eare resiom ; 
And shall we never, neA^er pai-t. 

Mv life — inA' all that's mine r 

No, neA'er from this hour to })art. 

We '11 live and love so true ; 
The si^h that rends thy constant lieaH 

Shall break thv Edwin's too." 
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THK I. ASS Ol'' inCll.MOND Hll.l, 

(Is Ridimuml Hill lliuR- livi-s u la.-,:. 

More bright tlmii Miy-iinj- iiiurn. 
Whose chamia all otiier iimiila surpass- 

A i-oBc withmil ii tbuni. 

'I'liis [a&a ku ucilI, with tmiiles mo swtfl. 

HftH won my right good-will : 
1 'il urowtia tvsipi to mil hvv niiiH'. 

Sw.-i'l Ulss of liirhiiiLtul Hill, 
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Yv zepliyrs gay. tlial fun tlic air, 
Aud wiiuUm tliniui.'-li llio gi'ovi.', 

I III ! wliisiici- til my I'li^i'iiiiiip fair, 
I <1lc fnr li.T T 1..V,., 

TTow liapjiy will flic shc']iliord bo 
^Vlio calls ilii"H iijmpli his f»™ I 

Oil ! may her clmice I>e fixM on mi' 
MiTLo'sfix'doiilioriiloi.c. 





At Ihc closr .,r 111,. ,l„y. wli.-n llu' )jiiiiil<-t is atill. 

Ami iiiortnls ilir «w.r1s -.1' ll.rp-iriilruw i.n.vi- 
Whvn iiaii<;lil bui i)u- tnnvnt is li.'tii'.l or. lli.- liill. 

Anil uiiiifilil IiiiI llii' iiijfhlinfnilf's smi^j in tlm (fnivv 
Twius tlR'n. I>y llic ciivr iif the mniiiriiiii irfliiiM. 

A Hrrtiiit isis iiiirlitly ^^iiiqiliiint tliiw U-friin ; 
Th<.uf,'li inounifiil liiw iitiinlK-rs, his Kiml wild n-nifni'il ; 

Hi: (lioujilit lis II sape, though lii^ fflt tw II miHi. 
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THE HERMIT. 

*'Ali! why ihus abandouM io darkness and woe? 

Wliy thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy sad strain ? 
For Sprinji: shall return, and a lover bestow. 

And thy bosom no trace of* misfortune retain. 
Yet, if pity inspire tliee, oh ! cease not thy lay ; 

Mourn, sweetest comf)ani()n ! man calls thee to mourn : 
Oh! soothe him, whose pleasures, like thine, pass away ; 

Full quiekly they pass — but they never return ! 

'' Now, glidinjif remote on the verge of the sky, 

'J'he moon, half-extinct, a dim crescent displays ; 
Bui lately I mark'd, when, majestic on high, 

She shone, and the planets wei-e lost in her blaze. 
Roll on then, fair orb, and w^itli gladness })ursue 

The path that conducts thee to splendour again : 
But man's iaded glory no change shall renew ; — 

All, fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 

** 'Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no moi-e : 

I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you ; 
For morn is aj)proaching, your charms to i-estore, 

Perfumed with fresh fragrance, and glitt'ring with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of Winter I mourn ; 

Kind Nature the embr^^o blossom shall save : 
But when shall Spring visit the mouldering urn ? 

Oh ! when shall it dawn on the night of the grave ?'* 
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The sliades of night were falling fjust, 
As through an Alpine village passM 
A youth, who lM)ro, 'mid snow and ice, 
A banner with the strange device, 
Kxcelsior ! 

His hrow was sad : his ove beneath 
FlashM like a falchion fin^ni its slu^ath ; 
Aud like a silver clarion rung 
The accc'uts of that unknown tongue, 
Kxcelsior ! 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fin»s gleam warm and Ir'.ght ; 
Al>ove, the s])e('tral glaciers shone, 
And from hiw lips escaped a gix)an, 
Excelsior ! 

** Try not the Pass ! " the old man Raid : 
" Dark lowers the tempest overhead ; 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide ! *' 
And loud that clarion voice replied, 
Excelsior ! 
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■■ O stay." tht niaidpn said. " and n 
Thy weary hesul upon thin breast!' 
A leai' stcHul in his liright blue cyo. 
Iliii Ktill Ik: auawt'i-'d, witli u sigli. 



•• Huware till! iiiiii'-titi'"s witlifi-M Urancli 1 
llfwftre the awful avaliuK-li<-:" 
This was tlio [ifjisiiiit 'r- last frm-ii-iiifrlit.-- 
A voiuL- i-ejilii'il, fur uj) tliu licifrht. 

At brt'iik 111' ilav. aa liuavt'nwiml 

Tlu' jiiiius inoiikH iif Saint Iti^nianl 
I'Kot'M the oft- repeated |(rayt'i-, 
A voicf ci-ip(i flmiugli tlif Htartli'il air. 
Kxcflsioi' ! 
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Thciv. in the twilijjlit fol<l and ir'-^.y 
liTlc'lesH. hut Imuutit'iil, lie lay: 
AikI frtim tlif sky, surone ntiil fur. 
A vuicf canif, like a falling stni-- 
Kxi'olsior! 
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How it comes let doctors tt-Il, 
Ha, ha! the wooing o't, 

Meg gruw sick — as he f^-ew heal ; 
Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 

Something in her bosom wrings. 

For relief a sigh she brings ; 

And oh ! her eeii, thL'y B]iak' sic things ! 
Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha! the wooing o't ; 

Jrnggie's was a piteous case , 

Hft, lia! the wooing o't ; 

Duncan couldna be her deatii, 

Swelling pity snioor'd his wrath ; 

Now they're crouae and canty baith j 
Ha, ha ! tlie wooing o't. 
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THE FRTAR OF ORDERS (UiAY. 

It was a friar of ordei^s gmy 
Walkt foi'tli to tell his Innwlos ; 

And he met witli a Imly faire 
Clad ill a pilgrime's weedes. 

** Now Christ thee save, thou iwerend friar 
I pray thee tell to me, 
If ever at yon holy shrine 

My true love thou didst see r" 

" And how should I know vour true love 

From many another one r' 
" O, by his eoekle hat and staflf'. 

And by his sandal shoone ; 

'* But ehiefly by his face and mien. 
That were so fair to view ; 
His flaxen locks that sweetly curl'd. 
And evTie of lovely blue/' 

" O hidy, he is dead and gone ! 
Lady, he's dead and gone ! 
And at his head a green grass turfe. 
And at his heels a stone. 

•* Within these holy cloystei*s long 
He languisht, and he dyed. 
Lamenting of a ladye's love. 
And 'playning of her pride 
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THE FBUB OF OBDEBS GBAT. 

" Here bore him barefaced on his bier 
Six proper youths and tall, 
And many a tear bedewM his grave 
Within yon kirk-yard wall." 




" And art thou dead, thou gentle youth ! 
And art thou dead and gone ! 
And didst thou dye for love of me ! 
Break, cruel heart of stone ! " 

*' O weep not, lady, weep not soe : 
Some ghostly comfort seek : 
Let not vain 8onx)w rive thy heart, 
Ne teares bedew thy cheek." 

" O do not, do not, holy friar. 
My sorrow now reprove ; 
For r have lost the sweetest youth 
That o'er won ladye's love. 

" And no we, alas ! for thy sad losse, 
I'll evermore weep and sigh : 
For thee I only wisht to live. 
For thee 1 wish to dye." 

" Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 
Thy sorrowe is in vaine : 
For violets pluckt the sweetest showers 
Will ne*er make grow againe. 
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Our joys as winged dreams doe flye ; 

Why, then, should sorrow last ? 
Since grief but aggravat^js thy losse. 

Grieve not for what is past." 
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rHK FKIAR OK OKOKRS «iKAY. 

'•() say not hoc, thou holv friar; 
I i)rav tliee. sav not sor : 
For since mv true-love dyed tor mee, 

« » 

'Tis meet niy teares should How. 

*• And will he never come attain r 
VV^ill he ne'ei" conu' aj^in "r 
Ah ! no, he is dead, and laid in his ^rave 
For ever to remain. 

*' His eheek wjus redder than the rose ; 
The eomeliest youth wiu< he I 
But he is dead and laid in his ^rave : 
Alas! and woe is niel" 




'* Si<^h no more, lady, si^h no more. 
Men wore deceivers ever : 
< )ne loot on sea and one on land. 
To one thing constant never. 



*• Hadst thou been fbiul, he had been ialsi*. 
And left thee sml and heavy ; 
For young men ever were tickle found, 
Since summer trees were leafy." 

« 

'* Now say not soe, thou holy friai*. 
I pmy thee say not soe : 
My love he liad the truest ht^irt : 
O, he was ever time ! 



. 



'• Aud art thou dead, thou much-lov'd voutli. 
And didst thou dye for mee r 
Then farewell home ; for evermon; 
A pilgrim 1 will bee. 
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" Itiit tiiTit upon my triic-lovf'K fjnivc 
My «fary liml>K I'D lay, 
And tin-ii;!; I'll kiss tlif ptfii Kmss-tui-f 
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THE FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY. 

" Yet stay, fair lady : rest awhile 
Beneath this eloyster wall ; 
See through the hawthorn blows the cold wind, 
And drizzly rain doth fall." 

" O stay me not, thou holy friar ; 
O stay me not, 1 pray : 
No drizzly rain that falls on me 
Can wash my fault aw^ay." 
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Yet stay, fair lady, turn again. 
And diy those pearly tears ; 

For see, beneath this gown of gray 
Thy owne tme-lovo appears. 



" Here, forced by grief and hopeless love, 
Tliese holy weeds I sought ; 
And here amid these lonely walls 
To end my days I thought. 

" But haply, for my year of grace 
Is not yet pass'd away. 
Might I still hope to win thy love. 
No longer would I stay." 

" Now farewell grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart ; 
For since IVo found thee, lovely youth, 
We never more will part." 
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Had tnni'd our parisli topsy-tnrvj, 
When Darnel Park was Daniol Wbwtt, 

Aud ruuds as little kauwa a 
Tho man mho lost his way between 

St. Mary's Hill and Sandy Thicket, 
Was always shown across the Green, 

And (guided to the Parson's wicket. 

Bock flew the l»lt of lissom lath ; 

Fair Margaret, in her tidy kirtle, 
Led the loru traveller up the path, 

Through clean-clipt rows of box and myrtle ; 
And Don and Sancho, Tramp and Tray, 

Upon the parlour steps collected, 
Wagg'd all their tails, and seem'd to say, 
" Onr master knows you ; you're expected ! " 
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THK VICAK. 

If, when 111' reacird his journev's end. 

Aiiii warin'd himself in court or college. 
Ho hiu\ not piin'd an honest frien<l. 

And twenty curious scraps of knowledge ; 
If he departed as he came. 

With no new li^^ht on love or li(pior, 
(T(M)d sooth, the traveller was to hbune. 

And not the viearaofe. or the Vicai-. 

His talk wjus like a stream which runs. 

With ra]>id change, from rock to roses ; 
It slipp'd from politics to puns. 

It pa,ss'd from ^Mahomet to Moses : 
Heg"inninfjf with the laws which keep 

The planets in their I'adiant courses, 
And ending with some prece})t deep. 

For dressiiijif eels or shoeinjif horses. 

He wfus a shrewd and sound divine. 

Of loud Dissent had nu)Hal terror: 
And when, by dint of pa<^e and line. 

He 'stablishM truth, or started error. 
The Baj)tist found him far too deep : 

The Deist sigh'd, with saving: sorrow ; 
And the lean Levite went to sleep. 

And dream'd of tasting pork to-mori-ow. 

His sermons never said or show'd 

That earth is foul, that heaven is gracious. 
Without refreshment on the i*oad 

From Jerome or from Athanasius : 
iVnd sure a righteous zeal inspired 

The hand and head that ])ennM and plium'd tliem, 
For all who undei*stood, admired. 

And some who ilid not undei*stand them. 
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TnE VICAR. 

He wrote, too, in a (piict way. 

Small treatises, and smaller verses ; 
And sage remarks on chalk and clay, 

And hints to noble lords and mirses ; 
True histories of last year's ghost., 

Lines to a ringlet or a turhan ; 
And trifles for the Morning Post, 

And nothing foi* Sylvanus Urban. 

He did not think all mischief fair, 

Although he had a knack of joking ; 
He did not make himself a bear, 

Although he had a tiiste for smoking : 
And when religious sects ran mad, 

He held, in spite of all his learning. 
That if a man's belief is bad. 

It will not be impro>'ed by burning. 

And he was kind, and loved to sit 

In the low hut or garuish'd cottagt*. 
And praise the fiM-mer's homely wit. 

And share the widow's homelier pottage : 
At his approa<.^i comjjlaint gvew mild, 

And when his hand unbarr'd the shutter. 
The clammy lips of Fever smiled 

The welcHDme which they could not uiUnr. 

He always had a tale for me, 

Of Julius Gojsar or of Venus ; 
From him I leam'd the Rule of Three, 

Cat's-cradle, leap-frog, and Qmo genus. 
I used to singe his powder'd wig, 

To steal the staff he put sueli trust in ; 
And make the puppy dance a jig, 

When he began to quote Augustin. 
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Altick till.' cliun^ ! in vain I look 

For haiiniM in which my boyliood trifled,— 
The level lawn, the trickling brook, 

The trees I elimli'd, the beds I rifled : 
The church is larijer than before, 

You reach it by ii carriage entry ; 
It holds three Imndi'ed people more. 

And pews are fitted up for gentry. 

Sit in the Vicar's seat ; you'll hear 
The doctrine of a gentle Jnlmian, 

Whose hand is white, whose tone is clear. 
Whose style is very Ciceronian. 

Where is the old man liiid ? T^ok down, 
And construe on the slab before you, 

■■Hio iwr.-i GuLiKDiis lti!o«'.v, 

ViK NVE.LA KOM DONASDL'S LAIRU." 
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Tliert' I'littiiftli no antioy ; 

Alt ptenly wnvi- llic clifsnut luuvch. 
Ami tliu fiirlh is futl of joy. 

I niuiifit tfll yon imW the sights 

or bt-auty you miiy set 

'I'ln' hurwts of {^olii(;ii suinliiuo. 

Aud ninny a Blitwly tree, 

'I'lii'ru, lightly Hwuiig, iu hiiHvry ^rNnlcs. 

'niehoiioyMicklustwim.: 
'I'lu'tv l>l(K>mH tlio i-oHe-ml oiuiiiiioii. 

Aii.l tlie ilurk-liliie i-oliinibuu-. 

'I'lieit; gi-ows tilt; I'our-loiivoil pljuit, ■ Iiir. 

hi .some dusk wcmxIIuiiiI spot ; 
Tliciv {jrowM file ciitihiintcr'a niglit-slLiuk-. 

And tht" wood forget-me-not. 

Ami many h meiTj' bird is tlien;, 

UiiSLTiivd by liiwk'BS nicii,-- 
Tlii: blue-wiDgM joy, the wiwdix^uker. 

And tile golden- cresttd n-ren. 
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Come down, and ye sludl see thuni all. 

The timid and the bold : 
Kor their sweet life ol' iileiu^imtness. 

It is not I.J he told. 
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SUMMER WOODS. 

There come the little gentle birds. 

Without a fear of ill ; 
Down to the iniirniuriii<r wat(?r's edire. 

And fit»ely drink their fill ; 

And dash about and splash abt)ut — 

The merry little things! 
And look askance with bright black eyes. 

And flirt their dripping wings. 

I Ve seen the freakish squirrels dro]) 

Down from their leafy tree, 
The little s<juirrels with the old, — 

Great joy it was to me ! 

And downi unto the i-unning brook 

I Ve seen them nimbly go ; 
And the bright water seemM to 8])eak 

A welcome kind and low. 

.a* 

The nodding plants they bow'd their hea<ls. 

As if, in heart some cheer, 
They spako unto those little things, 

Tis merry living here!" 



u >» 



Oh, how my heart mn o'er with joy ! 

T saw tbat all was good. 
And how we might glean up delight 

All round us, if we would ! 

And many a wood-mouse dwelloth there, 
Beneatb the old wood-shade, 

And all day long has work to do, 
Nor i/9 of aught afraid. 
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Tlie gropn filioota j^row above tlu'ir licntlH. 

And roots so fivsli niiJ fine 
Dencatli their feot ; nor is there strifo 

'RIong them for mine and flii'iii; 

There ia eiiou<^h for every one, 

And they lovingly agree : 
We might Icanx a lesson, all of us, 

Beneath the green-wood tree. 
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A WRT SHKKT ANl) A KI,(l\VlN(i 



A WKT tiht-L't nu<l n Hutvinc; nvit. 

A wind thiLt IblluwR fnsl, 
Anil tills llic H-liite am\ n\M\\iff siiij 

And IwnilH the fj^dlaiit iiin.sl. 
And Ih'ikIr the gallant iiiftsl, iiiv Imji 

Whilo, like the eajilf live. 
Away the good ship flies, anil ien^■^'> 

Old England on the iee 

(). for u soft and gonth' wind ! 
I lieani a fair one erv ; 
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And white waves heaving high. 
The while waves heaving high, my lads, 

The gootl ship tight and free,— 
The world of waters is our home, 

Ajid meiTj- men an- we. 
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THE SPANISH AUMADA. 

AriKNLi. fill ye who list to lienr our iiiiblu England's ju-aise ; 
I tell ol' tlie tbrice-fiwiiouji dccila she wToug'ht in ancient days, 
When tliat great Fleet luviiicible iigainst her bore in vain 
The richest spoils of Mexieo, the stoutest heiirta of S]>ain. 
It was nhdut the lovely close of a warm summer day, 
There came a gallimt merchant -ship full Bail to Plymouth Bay ; 
Hor crew hath seen Castile's liiaek fleet, beyond Aurigny's isle, 
At earliest twilif^lit, on the waves lie heaving many a mile ; 
At sunrise she escaped their van, by God's especial gi-aee : 
And the toll Pinta. till the no()n. had held lier close in chase. 
Kortbwith a guard at every giin was jdiieed along the wall ; 
The beacon lilnzed upon the roof of Edgecumle'e lofty hall ; 
Many a light fishing-bark jmt out to pry aloug the coast ; 
And with loose n^in and bloody sjmr rode inland many a post. 
With his white hair unbonnetcd, the stout old sheriff comes : 
Ik-hind liini march the haltwrdiers, before liim wound the dnuns ; 
His yeomen mund the nia!lict-cr()'.s make clear an ample space, 
b'or Hiei* behoves him lo set up the standard of Her Grace. 
And haughtily (he trumpets peal and E»0_\ dance the bells. 
As slow upon the liiboui-irg wind the rojal blazon swells. 
Ijook how the Iiioii of the sea hits up his ancient crown, 
And undernealh his ileadly paw treads the guy lilies down. 
So Htalk'd he when hi^ turn'd to flight, on that famed Picanl Held, 
liohemiu's plume, and Genoa's 1m>»'. and Ca>sar's eagle nhield : 







THE SPANISH ARMADA. 

So glared he when at Agincourt in wrath he tum'd to bay, 

And crufih'd and torn beneath his claws the princely hunters lay. 

Ho ! strike the flagstaif deep, Sir Knight : ho ! scatter flowers, fair maids 

Ho ! gunners, fire a loud salute : ho, gallants, draw your blades : 

Thou sun, shine on her joyously, — ^ye breezes, waft her wide ; 

Our glorious Semper Eadem, the banner of our pride. 

The freshening breeze of eve unfurl'd that banner's massy fold, 
The parting gleam of sunshine kiss'd that haughty scroll of gold ; 
Night sunk upon the dusky beach, and on the purj^le sea, — 
Such night in England ne'er had been, nor e'er again shall be. 
From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lyim to Milford Bay, 
That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day ; 
For swift to east and swift to west the ghastly war-flame spread. 
High on St. ^lichael's Mount it shone ; it shone on Beachy Head. 
Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern shire. 
Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling points of lire. 
The fisher left his skiff to rock on Tamar's glittering waves : 
The rugged miners pour'd to war from Mendip's sunless caves : 
O'er Longleat's towers, o'er Cranboume's oaks, the fiery herald flew : 
He roused the shepherds of Stonehenge, the rangers of Beaulieu : 
Right sharp and quick the bells all night rang out from Bristol town, 
And ere the day three hundred horse had met on Clifton down ; 
The sentinel on Wliitehall Gate look'd forth into the night, 
And saw o'erhanging Richmond Hill the streak of blood-red light. 
Then bugle's note and cannon's roar the death-like silence broke, 
And with one start, and with one cry, the royal city woke. 
At once on all her stately gates arose the answering fires ; 
At once the wild alarum dash'd from all her reeling spires ; 
IVom all the batteries of the Tower peal'd loud the voice of fear ; 
And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a louder cheer; 
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Ami t'nun Uie liirthi'st wunlH wan lieiinl the nisli of hun-vtuff lift. 
And tlic bnttul stroAtnsui'fln^rHnitil piki-s <.iii.sli'd ilowncacli rminiiffKi 
Ami l>r<>a<W still U-camt- flic lila/.e. tiii<l l.m.ler slill tli*- Mn. 
As liutt from eveiy villa^' nmrnl thu home eiimo flpiirrinp in ■ 
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Aud uuntword straight frum wild Ulackheath (he warlike errand weut, 
Aud Miiised in many aii ancient liall the (ftillaut squires of Kent. 
Wuuthwiu-d li-oni SiiiT('y'n )ik'iisant hills llt'w ihiist' hi-iffht f<niriers liii-tli ; 
Wigh rm bleak HanipMtead's snat'thy moor they ^tailed tbr the iii>i-lli : 




IHE SPANFriU AKMA1U. 

And on, and on, without a paiisi', untircd they bonndcil atJU. 
All night from tower to tower they Bprang ; they sprang from hill tt 
Till the proud peak unfurl'd the fi^ o'er Darwin's mcky dales. 
Till like volcanoes flared to heaven the Btormy hills of Wales, 
Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Mnlvom'a lonely heighl. 
Till Btream'd in criniBon on the wind the Wrckin's crest of light. 
Till broad and fierce the star ciiine forth on Ely's stately fano, 
And tower and hamlet rose in arms o'er all ihe bonndlesH plain ; 
Till Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent, 
And liincoln sped the niesHage on oVr the wide vale of Trent ; 
Till Skiddaw saw the fire lliat hiirn'd on Oaunt's cmbatllod pile, 
And the red frlnrc on Skiildaw roused the burghers of Carlisle. 
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DEAll IS MY LITTLE NATIVE VALE. 

Dear is my little native vale, 

The ring-dove builds and murmurs there, 
Close by my cot she tells lier tale, 

To every passing villager. 
The squirrel leaps from tree to iree, 
And shells his nut,s at liberty. 

In orange-groves and myrtle bowei*s, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance louiul. 

I chiirm the lairj'-fboted hours, 

With my loved lute's romantic sound ; 

Or crowns of living lam*el weave, 

For those that win the race at eve. 

The shepherd's horn at break of day. 
The ballet danced in twilight glade, 

The canzonet and I'oundelay, 

Sung in the silent green-wood sha<le ; 

These simple joys, that never fail, 

Shall bind me to my native vale. 
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And aye she wrought her maminie's wark. 
And aye she sang sac merrily : 

The blythest bird u})on the hnsh 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowei*s. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the bravrost lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste, 
He danced wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the stream 

The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en ; 

So trembling, pure, wa»s tender love, 
Within the breast o' boimie Jean. 
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s wark. 

And aye she sighs wi' care and jiaiii ; 
Yet n-istna what her ail mi^ht be. 
Or what wikI iimk' her weel ^fain. 
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Kilt aiatiit Jt!aiiio'» Wirt luii|i )i>rlil 

Ami ilidnii joy blink iu Iht iv. 
An K-.hif taul.l .1 Ink' .-' l.m>. 



TliL' sun wiiM sinking in tlif wisi, 

Tlie liinls BiHiff BW(!ft iji ilku friiiv 
lliM clltH-k to htTS h(! foiKlty pivsl. 

And wliispcr'if thus bis talo i>' lin 

■0.)i.,mie ti.il-. I liiV thi-f .luiir ; 

() cttiist thou think to fiincv iiif : 

Or wilt tliou k'uvc tliy maminie'H co 

And kani t.i tent tho Tamis wi' m 



■■ At tiara or byiv lliou slialtna clmi 

Or niit'tliinK- fist to truulilc thfi 

Hut stray unian^ Uic lioatliL'i--l)olb 

And lent tlir waving f'>rn wi' ii 

Now wliat niiild ai-tU-uu Jnuiii- do 
She had iiiio will to say him nii 

At ll!ll(lth Shf hlllMll'.l a HWlVt I'OI) 

An<l love ^va^ av.- U'twcni ll.eii 





Undrr a flprcailiiig cUcsiiut titHj 
The village sniitliy stnn.ls : 

The smith, a mighty man is In-. 
With large iiiid sinewy IiiiiliIh, 

And tbc museles of liis brawny i» 
Are sti'ong as iron liiinds. 
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Week in, week out, (mm nioi^n till nighl. 
You can hear his bellows blow ; 

You can hear Iiim swing his heavy sledge, 
With meftsured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell. 
When the e4eiiinK siin is low. 




And childre 

Look in at the open door ; 
They love to rpc tlie flitmin^f forge, 

And liear tlio Iwllows roar, 
And patch tlio burning spnrks tlint fly 

]>ikp chnff fmni rt lliri^liin^-tloor. 
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THE VILLACF. BLACKSMITH. 

Ho pfoes on Sunday to the church. 

Anil sits among his Inns ; 
He hears the parson })i*ay and ])rcach. 

He hears }iis daughter's voice 
Singing in the village choir. 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice 

Singing in Paradise I 
He needs nmst think of her once more, 

How in the grave she lies ; 
And with his hard rough hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing, 
Onward through life he goes ; 

Each morning sees some task begin. 
Each evening sees its close ; 

Something attempted, something done. 
Has earn'd a night's re])ose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend. 
For the lesson thou hast taught ! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought ; 

Thus on its sounding anvil sha}>ed 
Each burning deed and thought. 
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THK WISH. 

Mink be a mt Ix-niilu the liill ; 

A bce-hivc's hum shall soothe my eiir; 
A willow brook, that tnnis a mill, 

With many a fall, shall linger near. 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch. 

Shall twitter fi'om her clny-biiilt nest ; 
Oft shall tho pilgrim lia Iho latch. 

And share my rncal. a welcome guest. 

Arounil my ivy'd porch shall spring 

Each fragrant flower that ilrinks the dew ; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing, 
Iii russet ^wn and apron blue. 

The villago church, among the trees, 

Wtere first our mairiage vows were given, 

With merry pealn shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 
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Tina is tbe place. Stand still, my steei 
Let nit; ivview ihe sct-ne, 
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I'he Past and Present lii-re unite 

Beueath Time's flowing tide, 
Like footprints hidden by a i)njo](. 






A (JLEAM OF SUXSHIXK. 

Here runs the highway to the town ; 

There the green lane descends, 
Through which I walked to cliurch with thee, 

O gentlest of my friends ! 

The shadow of the linden-trees 

Ijay moving on the grass ; 
Between them and the moving boughs, 

A shadow, thou didst pass. 

Thy dress was like the lilies. 
And thy heart as pure as they : 

One of God's holy messengers 
Did walk wuth me that day. 

I saw the branches of the trees 
Bend down thy touch to meet. 

The clover-blossoms in the grass 
Rise up to kiss thy feet. 

" Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 
Of earth and folly bom!'* 
Solemnly sang the village choii*, 
On that sweet Sabbath mom. 

Through the closed blinds the golden sun 

Pour'd in a dusty beam. 
Like the celestial ladder seen 

By Jacob in his dream. 

And ever and anon, the wind, 

Sweet-scented with the hay, 
Tum'd o'er the hymn book's fluttering leaves, 

That on the window lay. 
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A GliKAM OF SUNSHINE. 

Long was the good man's sermon. 
Yet it seemM not so to me ; 

For he spake of Ruth the l)eautifiil, 
And still I tliought of thee. 

Long was the pmyer he iitterM, 
Yet it seem'd not so to me ; 

For in my heart I pray'd witli liim. 
And still I thought of thee. 




But now, alas ! the place seems changed ; 

Thou art no longer here : 
Part of the sunshine of the scene 

With thee did disappear. 

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart, 
Like pine-trees dark and high, 

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe 
A low and ceaseless sigh ; 

This memor}^ brightens o'er the past, 

As when the sun, conceal'd 
Beliind some cloud that near us hangs, 

Shines on a distant field. 
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lUHilN KEDBEIKAST. 

(iiRii)-nvE, gODil-bye to Sinnnior! 

For Sumiiifr'!! lu'iirly iloiu-; 
Tlic garden umiliiig fiiintly. 

Cool liroczus in tht- sun; 
Ottr tliruslies now ure Kilenl. 

Otir swallows flown away,— 
Itut Robin 's licre, in coiit of brown. 

And scarlet breast-knot gay. 
K<ibin, Kobin Redbreast, 

() Kobin dear! 
Kobin sings so sweetly 

In the falling of the year. 

[tri^ht yellow, red. and oriingi'. 

The leaves etinic down in hosts ; 
Tlie ti'ees arc Indian Princes. 

Rut soon they'll tiini lo ^diosls . 
'{'he leathery peai-s and ii]ijiles 

Haii^ russet on th<' lHiii(fh ; 
It's AiUunni, Auluriin. Autumn late 

'Twill siwn Ik- Winter now. 
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BOFIN RRriRHKAST, 

The firc-sidc IV.r (lie uricki't. 

The wlicat-stack for the mouse, 
When tremblinf^ night-winds whisfh' 

And moan all round the house ; 
The frosty ways like iron, 

The brftiifheB pinmed with snow, 
Alas! in Winter dead mid dark, 

'WTicre can poor Robin go ? 
Robin, Robin Redbreast, 

Robin dear ! 
And a crumb of brca<l for Robin, 

His little heart to cheer. 
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Wi: ivHlk'd wiiiiiii III.' cliiiivliynixl li.> 

My little U.y iiinl f.- 
He Irtiifjliiiifj, riiiiiiiiitf liui)|iy rounds, 

I piiting moiiriil'iil ly . 

•• Nay, child ! it i» not woll," 1 «ud. 
" Among tilt' gnivt'M til sliout. ~ 
To laugh and ]ilny luuong tlif dtwl, 
And mnke t}iiK noisy niut." 

A moHiunt lo my side lio cluufr- 

Ltiiviiig his niuny play, 
A nioniC'ut Btill'd his joyous tiuiguf. 

Almost ns hush'd ua tlii-y : 

'Flieii, quite forgetting (he fommjiiid. 

In life'n exulting buret 
Of early glee, lut go my hand. 

Joyous as at the Hi'st. 

And iiiiw I did not rliet'k him nioit!, 
For, tauglit by Naliiif'w fiiw, 

[ had gi'own wisef tljmi lH-l"ofu. 
Ev'ti in tliiit monicnfs siuu-e : 

■s7(.! spi-end no fuiiecul |jal! ttliovi- 
That [iiiteli of dmivhyai'd ground 

Hut the name azutv vault of love 
As hung o'er al! ai-ound. 
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A WALK IN A CHL'RCHTARh. 

And white clouds o'er tliat spot would pass 

As freely as e»lsewhei'e ; 
The fiuushine on no other grass 

A richer hue might wear. 

And form'd from out that very mould 

In which the dead did lie. 
The daisy, with its eye of gold. 

Look VI up into the sky. 

The rook was wheeling over head. 

Nor hasten'd to l)e gone ; 
The small bird did its glad notes shed, 

Perch'd on a gi'ay head-stone. 

And God, I said, would never give 

This light upon the earth. 
Nor bid in Cliildhood's heart to live 

These springs of gushing mirth. 

If our one wisdom were to mourn, 

And linger wdth the dead, 
To nurse, as wisest, thoughts forlorn 

Of worm and early bed. 

Oh, no ! the glory earth puts on, 
The child's unchecked delight, 

Both witness to a triumph won — 
(If we but judged aright) : 

A triumph won o'er Sin and Death — 
From these the Saviour saves ; 

And, like a happy infant, Faith 
Can play among the graves ! 
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THK SOLDIER'S DUKAM, 

Oiiit Imgles Kung truce — for the iiiglit-uloud hftd lower'd, 
And tile seulinpl stars at't their watch in the wky ; 

And thouKujiils hiid Hunk on the ground overpowtT'd, 
Tlie «cai-y lo hleep. and thu nimndcd (<i die. 






THK sni.DIKK S DKKAM. 

AVlien reposing that night on my pallet of straw, 
13y the vvolt-scaring faggot that gnarded the slain, 

At the. (lead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again. 

Methout'ht from the battle-field's dreadful arrav. 
Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track : 

'Twas Autumn, — and sunshine arose on the way 

To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields, traversed so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was young ; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating alofl, 

And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung. 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore 

From my home and my wx'e})ing friends never to part ; 

My little ones kiss'd me a thousand times o'er. 
And my wife sobb'd aloud in her fulness of heart. 

*' Stay, stay with us, — rest ! thou art weary and worn I" 
And fain was their war-broken soldier to stav ; 
But son*ow return'd with the dawning of mom, 
And the voice in my cb'eaming ear melted away. 
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She wuK tlic [ii'iiie nf n' llu> tiim 
lllylhf ns llie lark on jiownn-taji, 

Wlii'ii fnu; (lio nest liiit lu'wly H. 
Al kirk f;]ie wnn the iiulil Mkn lin 

At ilnnre rIic wnn tlip yoiiiiK me 
Sl„. wan tlie blyl!u-sl iiy i.' Ilii- l.lyt 

At wofistpr-trvstt's or HHllowcfn 



As I ctmic iiiliy Invenn'ss. 

TiK. simmer sm.«as sinking ,l..w.i 
O Hiero I t*aw the weel-fiuir'tl Isi-ss. 

Aud she was Rreetinj; tlinnipli thi' 
Tlie pi-ey-lmirM moii wciv u" i' ih.- st 

Anil jiiihl liiiiiiON frying (sii.i ti) nff 
■' The flower ii" the hiik of Inverness 

Tiic(leii<lui)<m('uUoclen-l<'o:" 



She tore licr haffet-linka of powil, 

And dightcd »y her coniely ee ; 
"My father's head's on Carlisle wall. 

At Preston sleep my lirt-tliren lliree! 
I tluiught my lieort coulil haud nac ma 

Mae tears couhl ever Idiii' my ee ; 
Hut the fa' o' nne has burst my heart — 

A dearer ane there couldna lie ! 
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THE LOVELY LAS.S OF INVERNESS. 

*' He tiysted me o' love yestix-eii, 

Of love-tokens he gave me three : 
But he's faulded i^ the arms o' weir, 

O ne'er again to think o' me ! 
The forest flowers shall be my bed. 

My food shall be the wild berrie ; 
The fa' o' the leaf shall eo'er me cauhl. 

And wauken'd again I winna be !" 

O weep, O weep, ye Scottish dames. 

Weep till ye blin' a mither's ee ; 
Nae reeking ha' in fifty miles. 

But naked corses sad to see ! 
O spring is blythesome to the yeai*, 

Trees sprout, flowers spring, and birds sing hie ; 
But oh ! what spring can raise them up. 

That lie on dread Culloden-lce ? 

The hand o' God hung heavy hei-e, 

And lightly touch' d foul tyi*annie ; 
It struck the righteous to the ground. 
And lifted the destroyer hie. 
" But there's a day," cpio' my God in prayer, 
" When righteousness shall bear the gree ; 
I'll rake the wicked low i' the dust, 

And wauken, in bliss, the gude man's ee !" 
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THK OLIl GRKKX LANK. 



'TwAS the very merry n 

That garlands hills and dales. 

And the soutli wind rung a fairy diii 
Upon the foxtrlove hells : 





THK OLD GUKKN I.AXE. 

The cuckoo stood on the liuly-binrli, 

To bid lier last good-bye — 
The lark sprunfif over the village church, 

And whistled to the skv ; 
And we had come from the harvest sheaves, 

A blythe and tawny ti-ain, 
And track'd our paths with poppy leaves 

Along the old green lane. 

*Twas a pleasant way on a sunny day, 

And we were a happy set, 
And we id! .' b(;nt where the streamlet went, 

To get our fingers wet ; 
With the dog-rose there, and the orchis there. 

And the woo<lbinc twining throngh, 
With the broad trees meeting everywhere. 

And the grass still dank w4th dew. 
Ah ! we all forgot, in that blissful spot, 

The names of care and pain, 
As we lay on the bank, by the shepherd's cot, 

To rest in the old green lane. 

Oh, days gone by ! I can but sigh 

As I think on that rich hour, 
When my heart in its glee but seem'd to be 

Another wood-side flower ; 
For thongh the trees be still as fair, 

And the wild bloom still as gay — 
Though the south wind sends as sweet an air, 

And heaven as bright a day ! — 
Yet the merry set are far and wide, 

And we ne'er shall meet again, 
We shall never ramble side by side 

Along that gi*een old lane. 
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THE MAY QUEEN, 

You must wako and call me early, cull me early, niotlier duar ; 
To-morrow 'ill be the happiest time of lUl the glad New-year; 
Of ftll the glad New-year, mother, tlie maddest merriest day ; 
For i 'rii to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' tlic May. 

There 'a many a black black eye, they say, but tioue so bright as mine ; 

There 'e Margaret and Mury, there 's Kate and Caroliiiu : 
s little Alice in all the land, they say, 
en o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May. 



But none so fair i 
So I 'm to be Qu( 



1 sleep BO Hound all niglit, mother, that I shall never wake, 

If you do not call me loud when the day begins to break : 

But I must gather knots of flowers, and buds and garlands gay. 

For I'm to be Queen o'.the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May, 

As 1 came up the valley, whom think ye should I see, 

But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel-tree P 

He thought of that sharp look, mother. I gave him yesterday, — 

But I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May, 

He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I waa all in white, 
And I ran by him without speaking, hke a flash of light. 
They call me cruel-hearted, but 1 care not what they say. 
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May, 
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They say he's dying all for love, but that can never be : 

Thej say his heart is breakmg, mother — what is that to me ? 

There 's many a bolder lad 'II woo me any summer day. 

For I 'to to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May. 
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THE MAY QUEEN. 

Little Effie Bhall go with me to-morrow to the green, 

And yon 11 he there, too, mother, to see me made the Queen ; 

For the shepherd lads on every side 'ill come from far away, 

And I 'm to be Queen o' tlie May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May. 

The honeysuckle round the ]K)rch has wov'n its wavy bowers. 
And by the meadow-trenches blow the faint sweet cuckoo-flowers ; 
And the wild marsh-marigold shines like Hre in swamps and hollows gray, 
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' tlie ^lay. 



The night-winds come and go, mother, upon the meadow-gra^ss, 
And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as they i»ass ; 
There will not be a drop of rain tlie wliole of the livelong day, 
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Qu(*(^n o' the !^ 




All the valley, mother, 'ill be fresh and green and still. 

And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill. 

And the rivulet in the flowery dale 'ill merrily glance and J>lay, 

For I 'm to Ikj Queen o' the ^lay, mother, T 'm to be Queen o' the May 

So you must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear, 
To morrow 'ill be the happiest time of all the glad Xcw-year ; 
To-mon'ow 'ill be of all the year the maddest meiTiest day, 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May 
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AULD ROBIN GRAY. 

Whkx the sheep are in the fauld, when tlie cows come liame, 
When a' the weaiy world to quiet rest are gane. 
The woes of my heart fa' in showers frae my eo, 
Unkenn'd by my gudi^man, who soundly sleej)S hy me. 

Young Jamie loo'd me well, and sought me for his bride, 
Rut saving ae crown-piece, he'd naething else beside. 
To make the cro\^^l a pound my Jamie gaed to sea ; 
And the crown and the pound, oh I they were baith for me ! 

Before he had been gane a twelvemonth and a day, 
My father brak liLs ai*in, our cow was stown away ; 
^ly mother she fell sick - my Jamie was at sea — 
And auld Robin Gray — oh ! he came a-courting me ! 

My father couldna work, my mother couldna spin ; 
I toird day and night, but their l)rcad I couldna win ; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and, wi' tears in his ee, 
Said, " Jenny, oh ! for their sakes, will you marry me ?" 

My heart it said na, and I look'd for Jamie back ; 
But hard blew^ the winds, and his ship was a wrack : 
His ship it was a wrack ! why didna Jamie dee ? 
Or wherefore am I spared to cry out. Woe is me ! 
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My fatfaer argued sair — my mother didna speak, 
But she look'd in my face lUl my heart wa^ like to breuk ; 
They gied him my hand, but my heart wae in the sea : 
And so auld Robin Uray, lie was gudeman to me. 

I hadsa been hia wife a week but only foar, 
When, moumfu' aa I sat on the stane at my door, 
I saw my Jamie's ghaist^I couldna think it he. 
Till he said, " I'm come hame, ray love, to marry thee 








AULD ROBIN GRAY. 

Oh ! sair, sair did we greet, and miekle say of a' ; 
Ae kiss we took — nae mair ; I bad him gang awa\ 
I wish that I were dead, but Pm no like to dee ; 
For oh ! I am but young to cry out, Woe is me ! 

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena much to spin ; 
I darena think o' Jamie, for that wad be a sin : 
But I will do my best a gude wife aye to be, 
For auld Robin Gray, oh ! he is sae kind to me. 
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I'kk M Ii.niso l.y the liTi.ii-ns 
iitood silent in tliu sliailu. 

4iul on the gravcll'd [uithway 
The light and sliadow [iliiy'il. 



I Kjiiv the imi'SL'i-y Hiiidows 
Wide 0]>en (o the air; 

Bnt tho faces of the ehildrcn, 
Tbey were im Ioii^t there. 



The inrgv, Keivfouudland hon^c-dog 
Was standing \>y the door; 

Ho look'd for liis little playmates, 
Wlio would return no niore. 



They walk'd not under the lindens, 
Tlioy play'd not in (he Imll; 

But shadow, and silence, and Gadnes! 
Were hanging over all. 



"'♦^ 




H^._>_ 



i^ 



zgif 



sA-^ 




-J) 






The bircb BOncj in the lin 
With (wepl, fftmiliitr tone; 

Btit t}ic voices of tlie chiliireii 
Will be tieard in dreams filt)i 

And the boy that walk'd beside c 
He could not nnderetand 

Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 
I press'd his warm, sotl hand ! 
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Rll'KItTS MARCH. 

Cakaiunl slung, stiiTiip well liunf;. 
Fliifjon af sa(l(ll(;-l)i)w iiipirily swuns,' ; 
Toss ii|> tlif ale. for our flap, like a sail. 
Strupifles am! swells in the hut July pile. 
Colours fliiip oul, aiLil llieii glvt tlicm :i slim 
We ai-e tlie gullant.s tn jmt them (o rout. 

Flash all yi.ur swonls, like Tnrtari'iin l.onles. 
And scare (he in-ini ladies of Puritan lords ; 
Our steel rajis shall blaze (hrougli the li 
As we, galle]iiiifr, siiif^ our nind Cavalier lays 
Then baiinurs adv.inee ! By tlie lilies of Fia 
■\Ve are the gidluuts to lea.l them a daneu ! 



King the liells Liu'k. tlimi<.li the scxion look black, 
Detianee to knaves who are hot on om' tni.-k. 
" JIurder am! iire ! " sli<iut louder and liij^'lier ; 
ReinRnd)or Edpe-hill and the reii-dabbled mire, 
When our steeds we sliall stall in the Parliament hiil 
And shake the old nei^t till the i-oof-tvee shall fall. 

Froth it up, pii-1, till it splash every eurl, 
October's the liquor for trooper and earl ; 
Rubble it up, merry gold in tlie cup, 
We never may taste of to-mniTOw night's sup. 
(Those red ribbons glow on thy bosom ludow 
Like apple-tree bloom on a hilloek of snow.) 
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RUl'KKT S MAKCU. 

No, l)V mv word, there never shook sword 

Better tlian tliis in the ehitoh of a lord ; 

The hhie streaks that run are as l)rio^lit in the sun 

As tlie veins on the brow of that loveliest one ; 

No deep li<i:ht of the sky, when the twiliglit is ni^j^h, 

(jlitters more hritrlit than this blade to the eye. 
****** 

Well, whatever may hap, this rusty steehcap 
AVill keep out full many a pestilent rap ; 
This buff, thouiifh it\s old and not larded with gohl.. 
Will guard me from rapier as well as from cold ; 
This scarf, rent and torn, thouich its colour is worn, 
Shone ffav as a T)atre's but vesterdav morn. 

Here is a dint from the jagg of a tlint, 

Thrown by a I'uritan, just as a hint ; 

But this stab through the buff was a warning more rough, 

When Coventrv citv arose in a huff; 

And I met with this gash, as we rode with a crash 

Into Noll's pikes on the banks of the Ash. 

No jockey or groom wears so draggled a jdume 

As this that's just dreneh'd in the swift-flowing Froom. 

Rvd grew the tide ere we reach'd the steep side, 

And steaming the hair of old Barbaiy's hide ; 

But for branch of that oak that saved me a stroke, 

I had sunk there like herring in pickle to soak. 

Pistolet crack flashed bright on our track, 
And even the foam of the water turn'd black. 
They were twenty to one, our poor rapier to gim, 
But we charged up the bank, and we lost only one ; 
So I saved the old flag, though it was but a rag, 
And the sword in my hand was snapped off to a jagg. 
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The water was ehum'd as we wheel'd and we tum'd, 

And the dry brake to scare out the vermin we bum*d. 

We gave our halloo, and our trumpet we blew ; 

Of all their stout fifty we left them but two ; 

With a mock and a laugh, won their banner and staff, 

And trod down the comets as thrashers do chaff. 

Saddle my roan, his back is a throne. 

Better than velvet or gold, you will own. 

Look to your match, or some harm you may catch, 

For treason has always some mischief to hatch ; 

And Oliver *8 out with all Haslerigg's rout, 

So I *m told by tliis shivering, white-liver'd scout. 

We came over the downs, through village and towns. 
In spite of the sneers, and the curses and frowns ; 
Drowning their psalms, and stilling their qualms, 
With a clatter and rattle of scabbards and arms. 
Down the long street, with a trample of feet. 
For the echo of hoofs to a Cavalier 's sweet. 

See black on each roof, at the sound of our hoof, 

The Puritans gather, but keep them aloof ; 

Their muskets are long, and they aim at a throng. 

But woe to the weak when they challenge the strong ! 

Butt-end to the door, one hammer more, 

Our pike-men rush in, and the struggle is o*er. 

Storm through the gate, batter the plate. 
Cram the red crucible into the grat€ ; 
Saddle-bags fill, Bob, Jenkin, and Will, 
And spice the staved wine that runs out like a rill. 
That maiden shall ride all to-day by my side. 
Those ribbons are fitting a Cavalier's bride. 
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Uoee Hazier say right, that a bodice laced tight, 
Should never be seen by the Bun or the hght ? 
Like stars from a wood, shine under that hood. 
Byes that arc sparkling, though pious and good. 
Surely this waist was by Providence placed, 
By » true lover's arm to be often embraced. 
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V. 



IMPKIM S MAUni. 

Down on vour knrrs. voii villains in fric/o, 

A (lrjni<rlit to Kin<r Clmrles, or :i s\vin<^ from those trees ; 

Blow oflTtliis stiff lock, for 'tis nscless to knock, 

T\w ladies will pardon the noise and the shock. 

From this l)ri<rht dewy clieek, n\l<rht. T ventnre to speak, 

I conld kiss off the tears thonirh slie wej)t for a week. 

Xow loop me this scarf ronnd the broken pike-staff, 

'TnWII do for a fla^r, tlionf^h the (^rop Heads may langh. 

Who wii.s it blew ? (rive an halloo. 

And hanf^ out the j)ennon of crimson and blue ; 

A volley of shot is a welcominj^ hot; — 

It cannot be troop of the nnirdering Scot ? 

Fire the old mill on the brow of the hill. 
I^reak down the ])lank that rnns over the rill, 
I5ar the town ^ate ; if the bur<4liers ilebate. 
Shoot some to death, for the villains must wait ; 
Rip up the lead from the rooting o'er head. 
And melt it for bullets, or we shall be s])ed. 

Xow look to vour buff, for steel is the stuf!' 
To slash your bit )wn jerkins with crimson enough ; 
There bui-st a flash - 1 heard their drums crash ; 
'I\) horse I now for race over moorland and j)la.sh ; 
Ere tlie stars glimmer out, we will wake with a shout 
Tlie true men of York, who will welcome our rout. 

We'll shake their i^hI roofs with our echoing hoofs. 

And flutter the dust from their tapestiy woofs ; 

Their old Minster shall ring with our " God save the King," 

And our horses shall drink at St. Christopher's spring ; 

We shall welcome the meat, O the wine will taste sweet, 

When our boots we fling off, and as brothers we meet. 
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THE ]\nXUTE GUN. 

When in the storm on Albion's coa.st 
The niglit-wateh guards his wary post, 

From thonjrlits of danjjfer free, 
He marks some vessel's diiskv form. 
And iiears, amid the howling storm. 

The minute gun at sea. 

Swift on the shore a hardy few 
The life-lwat num with gallant crew, 

And dare the dauGferons wave : 
Through the wild surf thev cleave their wav, 
Lost in the form, nor know dismay, 

For thev go the crew to save. 

]5ut, oh ! what rapture fills each breast 
Of the hopeless crew of the ship distressed ! 
Then, landed safe, what joy to tell 
Of all the dangei^s tliat befell ! 
Then heard is no moi-e, 
By the watch on shore. 

The minute gun at sea. 










THK IKISH KMKIRANT. 

'Ilic place is little changed, Marv. 

The (lay's a,s bright a,s then : 
'i'he lark's loud song is in my ear. 

And the com is green again. 
Hut I miss the soft clasp of your hand. 

And your warm breath on my (;heek. 
And T still keep listening for tin? words 

You never more may speak. 

'Tis but a st«p down yonder lane. 

The village church stands near— 
The church where we were wed, Marv, 

I see the spire from here. 
But the grave-yard lies between, Mary, 

And my step might break your rest, 
Where I've laid you, darling, down to sleep. 

With your baby on your brejist. 

I'm very lonely, now, Mary, 

For the poor make no new friends ; 
But, oh ! they love the better 

The few our Father sends. 
And you were all 1 had, Mary, 

My blessing and my pride ; 
There's nothing left to care for now. 

Since my poor Mary died. 

I'm bidding you a long farewell. 

My Mary kind and true. 
But I'll not forget you, darling. 

In the land I'm going to. 
They say there's bread and work for all, 

And the sun shines always there. 
But I'll not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times less fair. 
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Flow pi'iitly, I'll will)! ill 

i\y Marj-'s nsl.'e|. l.y thy iiiui-iiim-iTifr strcaii 

Flew triiUtlv, MV,.,-t Afl.m. ilislnrli not In- 1- til 



'HIT tliy invt'ii linwri, 
ng ill thy pn 



Th.i 



.(■k-.lal 



^..iitiils tlinuigh tbc glci 



Ye«ildwhi,st]iT1Kllli 


■lil.ir.ls ill von llmniv ,!«., 


Thou f.Tl'CII-ClTsU'il ll 


iwiiig. lliy sirn'Hiiiiiig forbear. 


J diarj,'o yen, distiirli 




How lolly, swwt Alio 


iL, thy iii'iglilHiuriiiff hills. 


Vm- markM with the 


■Duraes of flt-ar, wimling rills ; 


TUvn- (liiily I waink-r 
Mv flocks »»<l i.Lv Mil 


IS ..oo„ rises l.ijrli, 



Till 



V jjlcnsiiiit lliy banks ami groeii ^tilK-ys l«low, 
i-re wil.l ill the wooiilamls tlic pi'imrDSfs blow ; 
tv oft, HH mild evctiitif,' wcrjis over tlii; lea, 
Bweot-sceiihKl liirk Hliadcs my ilarj- ami nic. 



Thy crystal fircain, Atloii, lio«- lovely it Klides, 
Aud winds by the cot where my Mary resides j 
How wanton tliv waters her mowy fit't lave, 
As gathcrinf^ sweet flow'rets she atems thy clear n 



Flow gently, sweet Afloii, luuong thy green braes, 
now gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays; 
My Mary's asleqi by thy niumiurinj; stream. 
Flow gently, swcel Alliiii. di.'^liirli not her .hvani. 
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THE INCHCAFE ROCK. 

No stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
The ship was still as she could be ; 
Her sails from heaven received no motion, 
Her keel was st-eady in the ocean. 

Without either sign or sound of their shock, 
The waves flow'd over the Inchcape Rock ; 
So little they rose, so little they fell, 
They did not move the Inchcape Bell. 

The Abbot of Aberbrothok 
Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock ; 
On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung, 
And over the waves its warning nmg. 

AVTien the Rock was hid by the surge's swell. 
The mariners heard the warning Bell ; 
And then they knew the perilous Rock, 
And bless' d the Abbot of Aberbrothok. 

The sun in heaven was shining guy, 

All things were joyful on that day ; 

The sea-birds scream'd as they wheel'd round, 

And there was joyaunce in their sound. 

The buoy of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean green ; 
Sir Ralph the Rover walkM his deck. 
And he fixM his eye on the darker speck. 
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He t't'lt tlic fhti-rinfr jhiwit "I" Sjiriiifr, 
It iiia<lc liim whis(K<. it iniwlc him ttiii^: 
His liejirt was mirtliful t.i fxfi-sc, 
iliit tliv K»vi'I-'k mirth wux wii-kedtu-tw. 



HiH fVf wiu-! i)H thf liichca|H' float : 
Quiith he. ■■ My iiH'n. put mil tlif biiat, 
Am! 11.W iiu- to til.' Itii'lifajR' Hock. 
Aii.l ni iilujriiu tl»- Ai.l«.t ..fAlHTl>i-<.il 
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THK INCHCAPK KOCK. 



The boat is lowerM, the boatmen row. 

And to the Indicate l{ock they go ; 

Sir Kal})h bent over fi*oni the boat. 

And he cut the Bell from tlie lnchca})e Hoat. 

I)(nvn sunk the Bell with a j2^urfjflin<^ sound. 
The bubbles rose and burst around ; 
Quoth Sir Ralph, " The next who comes to the Rock 
Won't bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 

Sir Ralph the Kover sail'd away, 
He scour'd the seas for many a day ; 
And now, ^own rich with plunder'd store. 
He steers his course? for Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky. 
They cannot see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blown a gide all day. 
At evening it hath died away. 

On the deck the Rover takes his stand ; 
So dark it is, they see no land. 
Quoth Sir Ralph, '' It will be lighter soon. 
For there is the dawni of the rising m<x)n." 

** Canst hear," said one, '* the breakers roar r 
For methinks we should he near the shore.' 
** Now where we are I cannot tell. 
But I wish 1 could hear the Inchcape Bell." 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong ; 
Though the wind hath fallen, they ilrifl along, 
Till the vessel strikes, with a shivering shock. — 
**() Christ ! it is the Inchcape Rock !" 
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THE INTHfAPK Kiu'K. 

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair; 
lie cursed himself in his despair : 
The waves nish iu i^ii everv side. 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But even in his dying i'ear 
One dreadful sound could the Rover hear, 
A sound as if, with the Tnchcape Bell, 
The De\'il below was ringing his knell. 
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THb-itK ilsvell fi ttiilk-r Ijnk- 

Husiiic flu- riviT Uvf- 
Hu ivork'd unU simp; from n 

No lark more lilytlie timi. lio ; 
And this the hiirdun of liiit auiig 

Kor over used to be, — 
" I envy nolnidy ; mi, not I, 

And noliiidj' envies me ! " 

" Thou 'H wrong', my friend ! " said old Kiiif; Hul. 
" Tliou 'rt wronft as wrong cnn \x ; 
For couhl my heart be light as tliiiie, 

1 M glmily cliange wilh thee. 
And tell mc uow what inakea thee sing 

With voice BO loud and free, 
While I am sad, though 1 'm the King. 
Beside the river Dee ? " 
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The miller smiled and doff 'd his cap : 

" I cam my bread," quoth he ; 
'■ I love my wife, I love my friend, 

I love my children three ; 
I owe no penny I cannot pay ; — 

I thank the river Dee, 
Tliat turns the mill that g^rinds the eo 
To feed uiy Imbi's and me." 
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fiood fneiid 1 " said Ha), and nit;ird iho wliili-. 
wi'll 1 and happy l^c ; 
no nior,-. if thou Vlst l>e Inic. 
That nci oiii' envifs llur. 
Tliy iiioaly cap is wortl. my t-n.wi..- 

Tliy mill my kingdom's IVc '. 
Such men as th<iu (iiv England's boast, 
O miller of iho Pee 1 ■ 




THE ARAB'S FAREWELL TO TIIS STEED. 

Mv bcautifal ! my boauLiful ! that staiulcst meekly Iiy, 

With thy proudly arch'd and glossy neck, thy dark and fiery pyc— 

Fret not to roam the desert now with all thy winged speed, 

I may not mount on thee again— thou 'rt sold, my Arab steed ! 

Fret not with that impatient hoof, snuff not the breezy wind, 

The farther that thou flieat now, so far am I behind. 

The stranger hath thy bridle-rein, thy master hath his gold, 

Fleet limb'd and beautiful, farewell ! thou'rt sold, my steed, thou'rt sold ! 

Farewell ! those free untired limbs full many a mile must roam, 
To reach the chill and wintry sky which clouds the stranger's home ; 
Some other hand, less fond, roust now thy corn and bread prepare. 
Thy silky mane, I braided once, muat be another's care. 
The morning sun shall dawn again, but never more with thee 
Shall I gallop through the desert paths where we were wont to be. 
Evening shall darken on the earth, and o'er the sandy ]>lain 
Some other steed, with slower step, shall bear me home again. 
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TIIK AHAIi S KAKKWKI.l. To IMS STKKf). 

Yi^s! tliou iriiist p) I the wild free bivezc, the hrilliant smi and sky, 
Tliy iiuuster's house, from all of these inv exiled one must flv. 
Tliy j>rou<l dark eye will ^row less proud, thy st(;p become less fleet, 
And vainlv shalt thou arch tliv neck thy master's hand to meet. 
Only in sleep sliall I In^liold that dark eye glancing bright : 
Only in sleep shall hear ag-ain that ste]) s(» lirm and light ; 
And when I i*aise my dreaming arm to clieck or clieer thy speed. 
Then must T. starting, wake to feel tliou Vt sold, my And) steed I 

All! rudely then, unseen by me, some cruel hand may chide. 
Till foam-wreaths lie. like crested wayes, along thy panting side: 
And the rich blood that's in thee swells in thy indignant pain. 
Till careless eyes which rest on thcv, may count each startinLT vein. 
Will th(»v ill-use thee? If 1 thoutrht- -but no, it cannot be — 
Thou art so swift, yet easy curbM —so ij^entle, yet so free. 
And yet, if haply when thou 'rt gone, my lonely hettrt should yearn. 
Can tlie same hand which casts thee off command thee to return 'i 




Hetum ? Alas, my Arab steed I \Nhat shall thy master do. 
When thou, who weil liis all of joy, ha.st yanish'd from his yiew ? 
When the dim distance cheats mine eye, and, through the gathering tears. 
Thy bright form for a moment lik(; the false mirage appears. 
Slow find unmounted will I roam with weaiy foot alone. 
Where with fleet step and joyous lK)und thou oft hast borne me on : 
And sitting down by that green well, will pause and sadly think, 
'Twas here he l)owM his glossy neck, when la,st I saw him drink. 

WUl'u lanf. I ftmr lum ^Iriuk! Away I the feyer'd di-eam is o'er; 
I could not liye a day, and know that we should meet no more. 
They tempted me, my beautiful I for hunger's {)ower is strong; 
They tempted me, my beautiful! but I haye loved too hmg : 





Wlifi said that I lia.l pveii tlit-i- uj. ^ Win. saiil that thuii wert sol.l 
Tie false, 'tis IHlsi'! my Ahib stood I I flinj^ them ba<;k llieir gold. 
ThuH, thuB, I Icftp upim thy hiifk. ami scour the distant plainn, — 
Away 1— who overtakes us now shall claim thcc lor his pninfi '. 
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A UM.i. ll»-,-,- is i„ tl„. ,vi..sl ruuiilrv. 

An.l II rl.'nivi- ,.iK. n.-v,.!- WHS strii : 
Tlior,- is iK.t II »viH. ill 111., west cui.iilry 

Itiit Ims livjinl of llio \V,-I1 ..C St. Ki-ym-. 

All oiik 1111,1 an i-tiii-livi! sttuiil U-siiK-. 

Ami U'lim.i .Intl. tui ii»li-tm' ^r,w. 
And u wil!.,«- fn.ni the Imtik i,ho\c 
Dn»,]wU.^h,■^^■:,U■vU■]u^y. 

A Imv.'ll.T .-ilTiir ti. til.. Well nf St. K.-yiii^ ; 
J<.>-fiilly hv ihvw iiij,'h, 

l-'nr lixiiu r.H'k-,T..iv ]w hnd l»-.-Ti tn.vulliiij:. 
Ami iWiv w;is not „ .-l.m.l i.i (h,- sky. 

il.. dn.iik ..rill,- wal.-i- so .-<,ol ,111,1 fK-ui-, 

FoPtlursiyun.l hot was lie, 
Aiul li.'siit (Innii iipoi, till' hank 

Uii,lcrtla' willnw-liv,-. 

TJioro .:,iiiiu a inan IV,>m ili,- hoiiso Imrd by. 

At tliL- Well t,. till Iiis. imih 
On tlio Wfll-si.lf hi' rc'slcl it. 

Ami III' l)ii.li' till' sti'UMv'i-r iKiil. 













ir«.^ 






*=«5C 



IIIK WKIJ. OF ST. KKVNK. 

"Now art thou a bacliclor, straii^rtM' r " <iiu)tli ho, 
** For an if thou liast a wife. 
The happiest draught thou hiist drank this day 
That ever thou didst in thy life. 

" Or has thy good wonuui, if one thou hjist, 
Ever here? in Cornwall K'en ? 
For an if she have, I'll venture my life 

She has drank of the Well of St. Kevne." 

** I have left a good woman who never was heix»," 

The stranger he made rej)ly, 
" But that my draught should be the better for that, 
I pray you answer me why r" 

" St. Keyn(»," quoth the Cornish-man, *' many a time 
Dmnk of this crvstal Well, 
Aud before the Angel summon'd her, 
She laid on the water a spell. 

'* If the husband of this gifted Well 
Shall drink before his wife, 
A happy man theneeforth is he, 
For he shall be master for life. 

** But if the wife should drink of it first, - 
God help the Imsband then !" 
The stranger stoopM to the Well of St. Keyne, 
And drjink of tlio water agiiin. 

"You di-ank of tlie Well 1 warnint betimes r" 
He to the Cornish-man said : 
But the Cornish-man smiled as the Stranger spake, 
And shee])iKhly shook his head. 
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■■ i haslcii'd as sooii ii« llie wt■^l^^in^' w 
Ami left my wife in tlie iioreh : 
])nt i' faitli Hlie lia<l Iwen wiser tl;nii 
Frir she took ii bottle to chnwli." 











NIGHT 

Xkjht is the time for rest ; 

How sweet, when lalwurs close. 
To gather round an aching breast 

The curtain of repose. 
Stretch the tired limbs, and lav the head 
Down on our own delightful bed ! 

Night is the time for dreams ; 

The gay romance of life. 
When truth that is, and truth tliat seems. 

Mix in fantastic strife : 
Ah ! visions, less beguiling far 
T])an waking dreams by daylight arc ! 

Night is the time for toil ; 

To plough the classic field. 
Intent to find the buried spoil 

\\^ wealthy furrows yield ; 
Till all is oui*s that sages taught. 
That poets sang and heroes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with unseen tears 
Those graves of memory where sleep 

The joys of other years ; 
Hopes, that were angels at their birth, 
Hut died when young, like things of earth. 
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NIGHT. 

Night is the time to watch ; 

O'er ocean's dark expanse 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

The full moon's earliest glance, 
That brings into the home-sick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care, 

Brooding on houri- mis-spent, 
To see the s})ec(re of Despair 

Come to our lonelv tent ; 
Tiike Brutus, 'midst his slumbering host, 
Summon'd to die by Caesar's ghost. 

Night is the time to tlunk ; 

When, from the eve, the soul 
Takes flight, and, on the utmost brink 

Of yonder starry pole, 
Discerns beyond the abyss of night 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray : 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away ; 

So will his followers do, — 
Steal from the throng to haunts untrod, 
And commune there alone with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

When all around is peace. 
Calmly to yield the weary breath, 

From sin and suffering cease, 
Think of Heaven's bliss, and give the s!gu 
To parting friends ; — such death be mine. 
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THE MILL-STREAM 

LoM) trails of cifltun flowers 

Creep on the rocky hill ; 
And beda of strong spear-miiit 

Grow round uboiit the mill ; 
And from a mountain tani above. 

As peaceful as a drt^m. 
Like to child unndv. 
Though KcUool'd ami wiuiiscH'il trul; 

Foams down the wild in ill- stream 
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THE MILT.-STKEAM. 

The wild mill-stream it daslietli. 

In merriment awav. 
And keeps the miller and his son 

So husv all the dav I 

Into the mad mill-stream 

The mountain roses fall ; 
And fern and adder's-tonpie 

Grow on the old mill-wall. 
The tarn is (m the upland moor, 

Where not a leaf doth ^row ; 
And through the mountain gjishes 
The merr}' mill-stream dashes 

J >own to the sea helow ; 
But in the quiet hollows 

The red ti^out gi'oweth prime, 
For the miller and the miller s s(m 

To angle when they've time. 




Then fair befall the stivam 

That turns the mountain mill, 
And fair befall the narrow road 

That windeth up the hill ! 
And good lu(^k to the countrjTnan, 

And to liis old grey mare, 
That upward toileth steadily. 
With meal-sacks laden heavily, 

Tn stoiTns as well as fair ! 
And good luck to the miller 

And to tlic miller's son ; 
And ever mav the wind-wheel turn, 

While mountain waters mn ! 
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LOVE. 

A[,i. thoughts, all ptLssioiu, all delights, 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
All are but ministei-s of Love, 
Atul feed hia sai^ifil flame. 

Oft in my waking dmims do I 
Live o'er a<,'ain tliat liappj' hour. 
When midivay on the mount I lay 
Bepide the riiin'd Unvcr. 

The moonshine, stealing o'er the ecene, 
Had blended with (h.i lights of eve; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy, 
My own dear Genevieve! 

She lean'd against the armed mau. 
The statue of the armed knight ; 
She stood and listen'd to my lay 
Amid the lingering light. 



Few sorrows hath she of her o 

My hope ! my joy ! my " 

She loves me best, whene'er I sing 

The songs tliat make her grieve. 
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I played a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story — 
An old rude song that, suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 




She listen'd with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
h'or well «lie knew, I coiild not choose 



Bute 






r fat-e. 



I told liei- of the Knight that woi 
U|>oii hiu shifld u burning brand 
And that for k'n long yputv he 
The l^adv of the Laiul. 





T told her how he pined : and, ah ! 
The low, the deep, the pleading tone. 
With which I sang another's love. 
Interpreted my own. 

She listen'd with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes, and modest gi*ac^ ; 
And she forgave me that 1 gazed 
Too fondly on her face ! 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
Wliich crazed this bold and lovely Knight. 
And that he crossed the mountain-woods. 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den, 
And sometimes from the darksome shade. 
And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sumiy glade, — 

There came, and look'd him in the i'ivcw 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 
And that he knew it was a Fiend, 
This miserable Knight ! 

And that, unknowing what he did. 
He leap'd amid a muderous band. 
And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; 

And how she wept and clasp'd his knees, 
And how she tended him in vain — 
And ever strove to expiate 

'J'hc scorn that crazed his bi'ain : 

And tliat she nursed him in a cave ; 
And how his madness went awav 
When on the yellow forest-leaves 
A dying man he lay ; 
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LOVE. 

His dviiig' words — but when I rcach'd 
That tendei*est strain of all the ditty, 
My faltering voice and pausinp^ liarp 
Disturb'd her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Ilail thrill'd my guileless Genevieve, 
The n)usic and the doleful tale. 
The rieh and balmv eve ; 

And ho])es, and fears that kindle hope, 
An undistinguishable throng ; 
And gentle wishes long subdued, 
Subdued and eherish'd lonsjf I 

She wept with pity and delight. 
She blush'd with love and virgin shame ; 
And, like the murmur of a dream, 
I heai'd her breathe mv name. 

Her bosom heaved— she stej)! aside ; 
As conscious of my look, she stept — 
Then suddenlv, with timorous eve 
She fled to me, and wej)t. 

She half inclosed me with her arms. 
She jiress'd me with a meek embrace ; 
And, bending back her head, look'd up 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear, 
And partly 'twas a bashful art 
That I might i-ather feel, than see, 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calm'd her fears ; and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And so I won my Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous Bride ! 







I've seen the atuiling 

Of Fortnne begailing : 

felt ftU its fikToura, and I'otiiid '..s decay : 

Sweet was it« bleseing, 

Kind its caressing ; 

is fled far awav. 



I've aceu the forest 

Adorned the foremost 
With flowers of the fairest luuat pleasant and gay ; 

Sue boQuie was their blooming ! 

Their scent the air perfuming! 
But now they oi'e wither'd and weded away. 

I've Been the morning 
With gold the hills adorning, 
And load tempest storming before the mid-day. 
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LOVE. 

His dyiiip: words — but when I rcach'd 
That tondei*est strain of all tlie ditty, 
My falterintj^ voice and pausino^ harp 
Disturb'd her soul with pity I 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Hjul thriird my tjfuileless Genevieve. 
The music and the doleful tale. 
The rich and hahnv eve; 

And h()])es, and fears that kindle hope. 
An undistinii^uishahle throne:; 
And gentle wishes lonjr subdued. 
Subdued and cherisliM lonj'! 

She wept with pity and deli«irht, 
She blush'd with love and virgin shame ; 
And. like the murmur of a dream, 
1 heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stept aside; 
As conscious of my look, she stept — 
Then suddenly, with timorous eve 
She fled to me, and wej)t. 

She half inclosed me with her arms, 
She pressM me with a meek enibi*ace ; 
And, bending back her head, look'd up 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear, 
And partly 'twas a bashful art 
That I might rather feel, than see, 
The swelling of her lu'art. 

I calm'd her fears ; and she was calm, 
And told her lovo with virgin pride ; 
And so I won my Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous Bride ! 
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oil. fickle Fortuiif. 
\VTiy this cruel sporting ? 
Oil, wliy still perjili'x us, poor soim »f a dny 
Nae mnii- j-niir smilus cim cliufr me, 

Knr llif Flowers of the Forest nre n.' wpilc ft 








YARROW UXVISITF.D. 



Peom Stirling Ciisllc wc hud seen 

The mnzy Forth miravellM ; 
Hail trod the banks of Clyde, and Tay. 

Ami witli the Tweed liiiil travtill'd; 
And when we came tii CI oven ford, 

Then snid my " winse 
" Whate'er hetide, we '11 tnrn n 

And sec the Hi-aes of Varrov 



■' Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk Town. 

Wlio have been buying^, selling, 
Go bnck to Yairow, 'tis their own : 

Eaeh niniden to lier dwelling ! 
On Yarrow's banks let herons feed, 

Hares eoHeli. and rabbifs burrow ! 
But we will downwards with the Tweed, 

Nor turn aside to Yarrow. 



" There's Galla Water, Le:«ler Haughs, 

Both lying right bel'ore iis ; 
And Dryborough, where with chiming Tweed 

The lintwhites sing in cliorus ; 
There's pleasant Tiviot-dale, a laud 

Made blylhe with plough and harrow : 
Why throw away a needful day 

To go in BPftrch of Yarrow ? 
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YAKKOW I'XVISITKD. 

** What's Yjiitow Imt a river l)an'. 

That glides the (hirk hillrt uinlei*? 
There are a thousand such elsewhere 

As worthy of vour wonder." 
Strange words they seem'd of slight and scorn ; 

My true-love sifj^-ird for sorrow. 
And look'd me in the face, to think 

I thiLs could speak of Yan'ow ! 

*• Oh! green," said I, "are Yarrow's Holms, 

And sweet is Yarrow flowing! 
Kair hangs the apple frae the rock. 

Hut we will leave it growing. 
O'er hilly path, and open strath. 

We '11 wander Scotland thorough ; 
Hut, though so near, we will not turn 

Into the Dale of Yan-ow. 

'* Let Ixjeves and home-bred kine i)artake 

The sweets of H urn- mi 11 meadow ; 
The swan on still St. Mary's Lake 

Float double, swan and shadow ! 
We will not see them; will not g(». 

To-tlay, nor yet to-morrow ; 
Knough, if in our hearts we know 

There 's such a place as Yarrow. 

'* He Yarrow Stream unseen, unknown ! 

It must, or we shall rue it : 
Wo have a vision of our own ; 

Ah ! why should we undo it ? 
The treasured dreams of times long past. 

We '11 keep them, winsome marrow ! 
For when we 'i-e there, although 'tis fail*, 

'Twill be another Yarrow ! 
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KING HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT 

OF DREUX. 

He pass'd unquestion'd throiifrli the camp. 

Their lieads the sokliers bent 
In silent reverence, or begj^'d 

A blessiiifr as he Avent ; 
And so the Hermit pass'd aUmg", 

And reach'd the roval lent. 

King" Henrv sate in liis tent alone, 

The map before him lay ; 
Fresh conquests he was planning there 

To grace the future day. 

King Henry lifted up his eyes 

The intruder to behold ; 
With I'everence he the Hermit saw, 

For the holy man was old , 
His look was gentle as a Saint's, 

And yet his eye was bold. 



(( 



Repent thee, Henry, of the wrongs 
Which thou hast done this land ! 

King, repent in time, for know 
The judgment is at hand. 
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KINO HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT OF DRHUX. 

*• I have pass'd forty years of peace 
Beside tlie riAcr Blaise, 
But wliat a weight of woe hast thou 
Laid on my hitter days ! 

" I used to see ah)]ig the stream 
The white sail gliding down, 
Tliat wafted food in better times 
To yonder peaceful town. 

*' Henrv ! I never now behohl 
The white sail gliding down ; 
Famine, Disease, and Death, and Thou 
Destroy that ^vretched toAvn. 

** I used to hear the ti-aveller's voice 
As here he pass'd ahmg. 
Or maiden, as she loiter'd home, 
Singing her even-song. 

*' No traveller's voice may now be heard, 
In fear he hastens by ; 
But I have heard the village maid 
In vain for succour cry. 

** I used to sec the youths row down, 
And watch the dripping oar, 
iVs pleasantly their viol's tones 
Came softon'd to the shore. 
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King Henry, many a blacken' d corpse 

I now sec floating down ! 
TIjou man of blood ! repent in time, 

And leave this 'leaguer'd town." 



in 




•■ I shall {.o <m" 
■' And ('(nifjiict 
Secsl tliou not 
Huth piven it to 



Kin;, llc-nrj- cr«.,i, 
' thiR giHiil Iniiil ; 
Ilt'miit. tliut the U^ 
Vhiiml;" 




The Hemiit hpard King Htnrv spi 

And nngrily look'd down ; — 
His lace wns (jtntle, and for that 
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KINO IIENKY V. AM) TIIK IIKUHIT OK DBKCX. 

'" What if 111) uiiraclt; t'roin Heaven 
The nuinlortr's wm control, 
Tliiiik you for tliut the weipht of liloml 
Liea lighter on his soul ? 

" Thiiu oonquei-or King, repent in time. 
Or dread the coming woe ! 
For, lli-nrj-, tliou hast heard tlie tliival. 
And soon shalt feet tlie blow!" 

King Henry foreed a careless smile, 
As tbe Hermit went hiH way ; 

l!ut Henr}' kood renieniber'd him, 
Upon his dying day, 
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THE THREE FISIIERMF.X. 

TiiTtrr fislipi-s KPTit Bniling nut hilo tlip VTcst. 
Out into Ihf West as the sun went flown ; 
Kadi thou^lit of tlic womnii who h.Vf.l him the best 
And the cliililrcn sl.iml wntdiing (hoin oat of the to 
For incii must wiii'k, ami wiitiicn must weep. 
Ami therf'w littk to curn, iiml many to keep, 
Tlimi.'h the hiirl.unr-l.nr 1* iiioariiiig. 



Three wivos siit up in the lightlumse lowtT, 

And tiinini'd tlic lamps n^ tlif sun went down, 

And tliey look'd at the piiiiull. and they look'd at the shower. 

And the rack it came i-olHn<,' up, i-agged and brown ; 

But men must work, and women must weep. 

Though storms be sudden, und waters deep, 

And the harbour-bar ]>e Diuaning. 



Three corjjses lay out on the sliining sands, 
In the morning gleam, as tlie tide went down. 

And the women are watching and wTJnging their hands, 
For those who will never come home to the town. 
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Akd is (his Yarrow? — Tliia the Htream 

Of whicli my funcy cherish 'li, 
So faithfully, a waking iL-eimi ? 

An image that hath perish'd ! 
O that some miiistrera harp were near. 

To niter uotes of gWlness, 
Ajid chaac this silent'e fi-om the air, 

That fills my heart with sadnoBB ! 

Yet why ? — a eilvei'y cum-nt flows, 

With uncontroll'd meatirlfrijigs ; 
Nor ]ia\e these eyes by greener hills 

Been soothed, in all my wanderings. 
And, through her depths, St. Mary's Loko 

la visibly delighted ; 
For not a feature of those hills 

Is in the muTor slighted. 



A blue sky bonds o'er Tairow Vale, 

Save where that pearly whiteness 
Is round the rising sun diSbsed, 

A tender, hazy brightness ; 
Mild dawn of promise ! that ezclndes 

All profitless dejection ; 
Though not unwilling here to admit 

A pensive recollection. 
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YARROW VISITED. 

Whore wns it that the famous Flower 

Of Yarrow Vale lay hlceding ? 
His bed, perchance, was yon smooth mound 

On which the herd is feeding : 
And haj)ly from this crystal pool. 

Now peaceful as the morning, 
The Water-wi'aith ascended thrice. 

And gave his doleful warning. 

Delicious Ls the lay that sings 

The haunts of happy lovers. 
The path that leads them to the grove. 

The leafy grove that covers : 
And Pity sanctifies the verse 

That paints, by strength of sorrow. 
The unconquerable strenci^h of love ; 

Bear witness, rueful Yarrow ! 

But thou, that didst appear so fair 

To fond imagination, 
Dost rival in the light of day 

Her delicate creation : 
Meek loveliness is round thee spread, 

A softness still and holv ; 
The grace of forest charms decay'd, 

And pastoral melancholy. 

That region left, the Vale unfolds 

Rich groves of lofty stature, 
With Yarrow winding through the pomp 

Of cultivated nature ; 
And, rising from those lofty groves, 

Behold a ruin hoary I 
The shattered front of Newark's towers, 

Renown'd in Border story. 



147 





Fair Bwnes for chilillnKMl's opL-tiing bloom, 
Fur Bportivc yoiilli to stmv in : 

For luniiliood to fiijoy liis stivn(rlli : 
Ami iige li> wi'ar 

Yoii cotlugc Stl'lllS 1 

A cov.Tl for i.r.it..<-li..Ti 

Oflcnili-r tlioii^'liis Hull ii.s 

Til.- l.r.«.a of rlinsl,. iiftlr 



,1 Ijowvi' of l.lis 




!i lliis autumnal day, 
imkI fniits io gatlifr, 
Uf-lovf's foivheail plaiil 
,l,..r„i»Blirall„T: 



& 



w 



: .lock tlioir lm.«s 



I wi' — Imt not hy Hi^jht iilin 
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A niy of tiiiu'v still siirvivoa — 
Her Huiitthiiic jilays upon tli«!c> ! 

Tlij- t'vt^r yoiitliliil wati'ra keep 
A conrso of liv.-ly pkwnrf ; 

And ^liulsomc notes my )i]is can lireatlie. 
Aeeordunt to llie measure. 

'I'iic vapours lingvr round the lieightH. 

They molt— and boou must vaiiisli ; 
One Imur '\» theirs, nor moi-e is mine- 

Kitd tliiiu|^ht, wliiuh I would ImniKh. 
Uiil that 1 know, where'er I go, 

Tliy (.i^nuino image. Yarrow ! 
Will dwell with mc~to heijrliti-n joy. 

Anil ehocr my mind in sorrow. 
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I Ik.' iiisl-riilr; 
An.l yc shall U- liis l.riiie, In.lye. 

Sac comely to W seen ;" 
But ayo she loot tlie tears down fii' 

F..I- Jock .>' Haxel.leaii. 

'■ Now let Ibis wilfu' (,Tief lie donu, 

Anil dry that elicek so jiale; 
Yoiiiifj t'l-ank is ehiof of Kniiigton, 

Anil Lin! of Lansrh-y-dftle ; 
His step is first ill peaceful ha'. 

His swui-d in battle keen : " 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jocko' Hiizcldean. 

'■ A chain of gold ye sail not lack. 

Nor braid to bind your hair, 
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk, 

Nor palfrey fresh and fair ; 
And you, the foremost o' them a', 

Shall ride our forcKt queen :" 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock o' Hazeldean. 
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JOCK HAZELDEAN. 

The kirk was deck'd at moming-tide, 

The tapers glimmer'd fair ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride, 

And dame and knight are there : 
They sought her baith by bower and ha' ; 

The ladye was not seen ! 
She's o'er the Border, and awa' 

Wi' Jock o' Hazeldean. 








THE STORMY PETREL. 

The mighty cables, and iron cliains, 
The hull, which all earthly strength disdains, 
They strain and they crack, and hearts like stone, 
Their natural, hard, proud strength disown. 

Up and down I up and doAvn ! 

From the base of the wave to the billow's crown. 

And amidst the flashmg and feathery foam, 

The Stormy Petrel finds a home, — 

A home, if such a place may be. 

For her who lives on the wide, wide sea. 

On the craggy ice, in the frozen air. 

And only seeketh her rocky lair 

To warm her young, and to teach them spring 

At once o'er the waves on the stormy wing. 

O'er the deep ! o'er the deep ! 

Where the whale, and the shark, and the sword-fish sleep, 

Outflying the blast and the driving rain. 

The Petrel telleth her tale, in vain — 

For the mariner curseth the warning bird, 

That bringeth him news of the storm unheaiti. 

Ah ! thus doth the prophet of good or ill, 

Meet hate from the creature he serveth still ; 

Yet he ne'er falters — so, Petrel, spring 

Once more o'er the waves on thy stormy wing ! 
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THE JiREEZE IN THE (^HURCMI 



!"l^ 



TwAs a snimv <lnv, and tho morninji: psalm 

Wv sang in the cljurch togetluT : 
We felt in our hearts the joy and ealni 
Of the calm and jovons weather. 

The slow, and sweet, and saereii strain. 

Through every lx>som stealin<.^ 
('heekM every thouglit that was light and vain. 

And waked each holy teeling. 

\Ve knew bv its sunnv ""learn how clear 
W{is the l)lue sky smiling o'er us. 

And in every pause in the hymn co'.dl hear 
The wild birds' hapj)y chorus. 

And lo ! from its haunts bv cave or rill 

With a sudden start awakinjr 
A breeze came fluttering <hjwn the hill. 

Its fragrant pinions shaking. 

Through tlie o])en winilows it bent its way. 

And down the chancers centre, 
Like a privileged thing that at will might stray 

And in holy j)laces enter. 

From niche to niche, from nook to nook, 

Witli a light stuue rustle flying. 
It lifted the leaves of the Holy Book, 

On the altar-cushion lying. 
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It. rmmM Ihc oKl t-lerk'n lioarj- liair. 

And llip chiMrtin'w Imjjht young faces ; 
Then vanish 'd, none knew how or wdere, 

Ijcavin^ its pleasant traces. 

It left Rweet thoughts of eumnier houm 

Spent on the quiet mountains ; 
A nil the chnrch seem'd fnll of the scent of flowei 

And tho trickling fall of fountainR. 

The image of scenes so still and fair 

With our music sweetly blended, 
While it seem'd their whisper' il hymn look shnr. 

[n the praise that In heaven Hacende<l, 

We llioiight of Him who had pour'd the rills, 
And through the green mountains led (hem, 

Whose hand, when He piled the enduring hills, 
With a mantle of beauty spread them. 

And a purer pansion was lx>rne above. 

In A louder anthem swelling, 
As we bow'd to the visible Spirit of Ijove, 

On those calm Kiimmits dwelling. 





THE BALLAD OF THE BKAll-HUSTKHS, 

TiiKKi; Uuntera went a-liuntiiig 

In wilil wooils far away. 
To chnso the bear on mountain slojifs 

At diiivninf; of the diiy. 
They met Dame Joria on the roail, 

I'lump as a gourd was she, 
And witli her went her daughter briylit, 
Tlie rose -red Margcrio. 

And it's whoop ! Oho! Hollo! Hallo! 

Tlie morn is shining fair. 
Wlicioj)! Hollo! Hoy! and wisli ua joy, 
A-hunting of the bear. 



J.-. 



" Oet supper for us, Joris, 

When we return to-night; 
Good beer and ivine, and crackling chine, 

And a fire-aide warm and bright. 
Ere sets tlie sun, three hungry men. 

We'll seek your hostelry ; 
And Bruin dead in his old grey coat 

Shall bear as company. 





THE BALLAD OF THE BEAR-HUNTERS. 

For it's whoop ! Oho ! Hollo ! IlaHo ! 

The mom is shining fair. 
AVTioop ! Hollo ! Hoy ! and wLsh us joy, 

A-hunting of the bear." 

" I've got," (juo' she, " a ven'son haunch, 
A turkey ser\'ed with bra\vn, 
And foaming flagons of wine as good 

As ever from cask was drawn. 
And if you slay the shaggy bear 

That prowls our forests through, 
I'll find the meat, and share the drink, 
And charge you ne'er a sou. 

For it's whoop ! Oho ! Hollo ! Hallo ! 

The morn is shining fair. 
Whooj) ! Hollo I Hoy ! I wish you joy, 
A-hunting of the bear." 

'* What wilt them give us, maiden P " 
Said Reinhold, whispering low. 
And clasp'd her by the yielding hand, 

That nobody might know. 
" I wish for something better than wine, 

Better than golden fee, — 
A look, a smile, or word of love. 
From rose -red Margerie. 

For it's whoop ! Oho ! Hollo ! Hallo ! 

The mom is shining fair. 
Whoop ! Hollo ! Hoy ! and vrish me joy, 
A-hunting of the bear." 
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TIIK HAM.Sh UK TIIK nKAR-lirMTKK'S. 

ril irivt*. «|un' slir. ** a s«|ii('<*zintr iuiiul 

Wlu'ii hoImhIv is nii^li, 
A whisper M wonl, a ravoiirinir siinlo, 

A twinkle of tlic ovo. 
I'll ^-ivt* : l)ut wliat have 1 to trive, 

Altliou^h r s|>eak so free, 
I'niess it he a vow of truth. 
Ami the heart of Mar^'erie : 

For it's whooj)! Oho! HoHo! Hallo! 

The morn is shininjj^ fair. 
Whooi)! Hollo! Hov ! I wish von jov, 
A-hnntin<r <^f the hear." 

Thev had their luintin<; on the hill. 

And merry men wen* tliev ; 
And a Ix^aten foe was IJrnin the l>old. 

At elosint; of the day. 

• ft- 

And .loris spread a ret^l feast. 

The ven'son and the chine, 
Turkey and l)i*awn, and snow-white eheese, 

ft* * 

And overflowin*^ wine. 

And 'twas whooj) ! Oho! Hollo! Hallo! 

The wine-eu]) cirek*s fair. 
NVhoo^) ! Hollo! Ifoy! 'tis ever joy, 
A-huntinc: of the l>oar. 

We tmek'd his steps an liour ere noon — 

'Twas np amid the snow ; 
And then we traok'd him down airain, 

To his rocky dells below 




PK«flBB^^-« k.^W^-^ . 
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''And tliL'n our shots — one — tw<)— and llit'fie — 
Went whiKzing in his side ; 
And tlie echot's raised a tliuiidt-r time, 
A» he howl'd his last, and died. 

And 'tin nho<ip ! Oho! H0II..I Hallo! 

The wine-cup circles fair. 
Whoop! Hollo I Hoj! 'tis ever joy, 
A-huii(ing of the bear." 
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TtlE BALLAD OF THE BEAR-HtNTEFB. 

And Reinhold pledged his maidfn bright 

A^raiti and yet again: 
" I've wuo'd tbce, Margerie, many a rnonth,- 

Oh, help me out of pain!" 
" There. Inko my hand," said Morgerie fair, 

" And wtd me, while you ean ; 
Itnt go no marc a-himting. 
When you're a marriod man. 

For liis whoop : Oho : Hollo ! Hallo ! 

The haclielor may carf ; 
But married men should stay at homu 
From the hunting of the hear." 




0-i<t- 







I WAMJEHKJ) ]!V TilK llUOOK-.SJDh 



I WAM.EKK1I by the. l,n>ok-si,lo. 

i waudeii!(l l>v the mill. — 
I c-ou]<i nol li.'iir tht: brook How, 

Tlif iLiisy wliofl was still; 
'rin're van iiij lnu-i- ul' gruKsliOjip.'!'. 

No cliir[) of iiiiy bird, 
Uiit llie Iwaiing of my own liuai-l 

Wiis ull the s.mn.1 T hciinl. 

I Kut l)e>i.l.' thf i-liii-lm-, 

i WHtdi'a llic loiip. loiijr shiidc. 
Aud, HM il gii.'W fitill h>ii(,fr, 

I ilid nol I'l-C'l iit'niiil ; 
l-'or I tisten'd for >i footfall. 

I listciiM for ji wonl,— 
Jlui the Ixiiititifr of my i>«-i[ lieart 

Was nil tlu' sound I IieHrd, 
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I WASDEREn 11Y THK flKOOK-STI)E. 

The evening air pasa'd by my cheek. 
The leavea above wviv stiir'd, — 

Hut the bciitiiig of my owii licnrt 
■\Vas all tlic souiiil I hcar<l. 

Fust silent tears wei* flmviiis', 
■\Vl.eii so:iiethiiijr sto.^l bL^l.ind, - 

A band was on my shoulder, 
1 knew itB touch wufi kind ; 

We did not NjK'nk ()ne wonl. 

For ihe l)oiiiinfj of inir i>wn Iichi'^i* 

Was uU the siund we licaiil. 
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Olil Kaspar took il fi-om the boy, 

Who stcioii fxprdaiit liy i 
Ami tlu'n the iihi nmn shook his head, 

And. with a iwituml sigh, 
'■ 'Tis some poor fclloiv'a skiill," said he, 
"Who fell iu the (rrt'ut victory. 



" I lind them in the garden. 

For there's niatij here about ; 
And often when I go lo plougli, 

The ph)QgUshure turns thorn nut 
Fur many llioiisund men," said he, 
■' Wci-e shiiii in OihI great vietory," 
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THK HAHLK oK lU.KNHKIM. 

"Now tell US what 'twas all about," 

Young Petcrkin he cries : 
And little Wilhelniine looks u]) 

With wonder-waiting eyes ; 
'* Now tell us all Jibout the war, 
And what they fought each other for." 

'* It was the English," Kasj)ar ci'ied, 
" Who put the French to rout ; 
But what they fought each other for, 

I could not well make out ; 
But everybody said," quoth he, 
*' That 'twa.s a famous victory. 

*'Mv father lived at Blenheim then, 

Yon little stream hard by ; 
They burnt his dwelling to the gi'ound, 

And he was forced to fly ; 
So with his wife and child he fled, 
Nor had he where to rest his hejid, 

'* With fire and sword the country round 
AVjls wasted far and wide, 
And many a childing mother then, 

And new-born baby died : 
But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

** They say it was a shocking sight 
After the field was won ; 
For manv thousand bodies here 

Lav rottiuf? in the sun ; 
But things like that, you know, must be 
After a famous victorv. 
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THE BATTLE OF llLENHEIM. 

"Great praise the Duke of Marlbro' won. 
And our good Prince Eugene." 

"Why 'twa«s a very wieked thing!" 
Said little Wilhelminc. 

'* Nay, nay, my little girl/' ((uoth he, 

" It was a famous vieton'. 

"And evervhodv i)raised the Duke 
AVlio this great fight did win." 

" l^ni what good eame of it at last r" 
Quoth httle Peterkin. 

** Whv, that I eannot tell," said he, 

" But 'twas a famous vietorv." 
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THINK OF MK, 

Go wbcrc the water glideth f^ntly ever, 

Glideth through metulon-n thiit the greenest be ; 
Go, listen to your own beloved i-iver, 
And think of inc I 

Wander in forests, wliere the small flower laycdi 

Its fairy gem l>eneath the giant tree ; 
Ijist to the dim bnxik pining as it playcth. 
Ami think of me! 
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I MINK or MK. 

Ami wlicn tlir >ky is silvn-pMlc :ii even. 

Ami tlir wiml Lri'i<'vi'tli iti tlu» loiu'lv tree. 
(i<j out Iwrn-ath tlic Nolitarv lifavcn. 

And think of iiw ! 

Ami wlirn tlu* niooii risotli, as shr worr dirainin 

Ami fi'cadc'th with white f'ct't the IuIKmI sea, 
(Jo, silent as a star, heneath her heaniin^. 

And think of nie ! 
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